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PEEFACE, 


A eEUMBLrNG EMPIEE 

When you cross t>he '^immensĕ wastĕs of the Moghreb, its 
gloomy plains, its denuded table-lands; when you pass through 
its dead cities where giide noiselessly these spectres clad in 
white, whose forefathers conquered Spain; when your eyes 
rĕst on these shattered monuments, marvels of architeeture, 
that slowly crumble away under theiir shrouds of moss and 
lichen; when you tread the accursed soil of this Empire which 
its inhabitants, full of morbid indiiTerence for the present, 
devoid of any regret for the past or hope in the future, allow 
to fall into ruins without making an effort to retard its decay ; 
in presence of this absolute depression, this complete collapse, 
you cannot help being painfully impressed as at the sight of a 
moribund. 

You feel moved at the disappearance of the powerful and 
singular originality of this eternal failure among civilised 
nations, the world of Islam, that is becoming slowly dis- 
aggregated, returning. instinctively to the nomad life, to the 
primitive manners of its fathers, and you are filled with pity in 
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presence of the inconscient agony of this people of phantonis, 
the remains of a race of “ reiters,” so powerful in bygone times 
and to-day annihilated, that is dying quietly, with the pro- 
found resignation, tinged with so gentle a melancholy, of those 
who are doomed, and whose days are numbered. 

The last refuge of expiring Islam, the Moghreb, hemmed in 
on all sides, is now sinking fast under the eyes of expectant 
Europe, watching jealously for its last gasp, and already fore- 
stalling its succession. 

It is the crucible in which have been cast the bestiality of 
the negro, the ferocity of the Arab, the cunning of the Moor, 
the violence 6f the Berber, the knavery of the Jew, and the 
baseness of a handful of ren^^des, the scum of Europe, giving 
as a resultant the Moroccan, a compotind of all these vices, a 
useless and pernicious kind that is fast disappearing, like the 
dodo, under the onset of the Occidentals, in the same manner 
that the negro and the yellow skin will disappear to make room^ 
for the brutal and conquering whites race. 

An irresponsible and greedy barbarian, the unsuccessful and 
barren product of the learned schools of Greece, refractory to a 
civilisation that never had but an incomplete and momentary 
hold on his narrow undisciplined mind, rebellious to any 
culture, stricken with the nostalgia for his desert, the fatalist 
Arab is swept away, under the rude push of the Aryan, by the 
eddies of the feverish activity of the Occident, and returns to 
the place of his origin. 

There, as formerly his ancestors, as to-day his fellows, he 
will resume, after thousands of centuries, his adventurous and 
wandering life. He will recommence his sanguinary quarrels, 
his stubborn and incessant struggles for the possession of a 
spring, of a well, of some piece of pasture land, lost in the 
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midst of tlie burning sands, and he will lay in wait for the 
carayans in order to rob them. 

In the fine starlit night, when the Aocks are again herded 
within the dark cirele of the goat-hair tents, and warm and 
acrid effluvia from their reeking bodies fill the air; when the 
thin wreath of bluish smoke from a scanty fire of camel-dung 
shoots straight up to the calm sky; when the young tribesmen, 
after a daring raid, have galloped back to the douar spurring 
on their maddened steeds white with foam, keeping a rough 
hold of terrified women flung aeross the saddles, the wives or 
daughters of the men of a neighbouring tribe, whom they have 
surprised and massacred in the darkness, violating the dead, 
mutilating the corpse; when they have safely stored away 
their booty of human flesh, secured the captived women, bound 
the slaves, and eollected the stolen Aocks; when they have 
stowed in some daubed blue, red, and yellow coAers the neck- 
laces torn from the necks of dead women, the ear-rings with 
ghreds of flesh still adhering -to yiem, the rings wrenched olT, 
in tlieir hasty retreat, with the fingers that they adorned; 
when in the twilight, after this ferocious hecatomb, they have 
prostrated themselves on the prayer-carpets, still recking with 
the blood of their late owners, and they have, for the fifth time 
during the day, proclaimed the glory of Allah and lauded 
Mahomet; then . . . . an ancestor, a ferocious old male with 
biblical bearing, with cold and sober gestures, with haughty 
demeanour, full of savage pride and supreme presumption, will, 
in his weak shrill voice, his harsh guttural and poor tongue, 
make the enumeration of his forefathers, recite the list 
of his interminable genealogies. He will, in a wordy, ex- 
aggerated and Aowery rhetoric, go into the sanglant detail of 
his hatred against rival clans, his quarrels with other tribes. 
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He will wake the recollection of long-standing rancours, of 
secular vendettas. In his inAated, pompous, and lascivious 
poetry, he will tell his highway robberies, celebrate his abduc- 
tions and rapes, recall the insults made to the dead, and reckon 
the heads that have been cut off. He will make a show of his 
disdainful hospitality, extol the prowesses of his own arm, the 
excellence of his weapons, and sing the praises of his swift 
steeds : the camel his faithful companion, the horse, his insepar- 
able friend. His nervous and sickly nature, bent on marvellous 
and supernatural things, will prompt him to relate strange 
childish stories of malevolent djinns, who are charmed away 
by the power of amulets, and in absurd tales, he will bring 
in at every turn, Allah, the Prophet, or the Angel Gabriel, 
always with the sole object of making them point out the 
place of hidden treasure. 0f a sad and melancholy disposi- 
tion, he will describe the terrors of the deserts and its terrible 
hardships. 

And the fierce tiger-he^irted young men, handsome and 
elegant, his sons, will listen respectfully to his words, and the 
aged and venerable bandit, wrapped in the folds of his white 
woollen haik, majestic and superb, will then rise, and, sup- 
porting himself on the robust shoulders of his grandchildren, 
will return to his couch, casting a sidelong glance of impotent 
covetousness on the tent of the captive women. 

And to-morrow will be a renewal of yesterday. The old 
Sheik will repeat the same over and over again, his offspring 
will be eareering in the desert, and will continue also the 
monotonous deeds of blood, the daily robberies, the life of 
everlasting brigandage. 

An unconscious monotheist, a fetichist reconciled to fatality, 
a fanatic hypnotised by the visions of a voluptuous and 
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sensual hereafter, lie will daily recite meclianically the obliga-, 
tory prayers of Islam with his face turned towards Mecca ; at 
once a besotted bigot, as he is a hardened criminal, an 
inveterate thief. 

The Semite has never been anything but an abominable 
rascal, an insatiable, turbulent and licentious plunderer. 
Incapable of any self-eonsciousness, of rising to the level of 
a nation, he always remained the mere tribesman, the irre- 
ducible barbarian, the man of prey, the Semite . . . ! a self- 
loving egotist with an ineomplete cerebral system, devoid of 
any notions of justice or morals, unable to distinguish between 
mine and thine, an Oriental lansquenet, pillaging and sacking 
friends and enemies alike, indiiTerently, without the least 
scruple. 

At a remote period, impelled by his nature and love of 
rapine, coveting the luxury of his industrious neighbours, he 
had already left his deserts, taken up his quarters on the coasts 
of Asia Minor, at Sidon and at Tyr, and covered the blue 
waves of the Mediterranean with his pirate barks, scouring the 
seas as he was laying waste the plains. 

Bartering, thieving, plundering, slaking his thirst for gold 
and sensuous indulgence, he carried oflf the fair-haired 
daughters of Greece to fill his “ gyneceei; ” he treacherously 
captured along the coasts, red-haired Celts, moody Iberians, 
Libyans from the Atlas, and sold them in the slave-markets. 

Keduced to slavery by the Assyrians, he extemporised the 
banking systera, gave himself up to usury and became pos- 
sessed of his captors’ riches. Acting as a shameless go- 
between, he cleverly conducted their debauches, graduated 
their excesses, and, while basely playing the spy upon them, 
was enabled to measure the degree of their weakness, and on 
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several occasions his undisciplined hordes captured and ran- 
sacked their capitals—Babylon and Nineveh, 

Creeping humbly into the Delta, followed by their 
dangerous “ harem,” at lirst by a succession of pacihc partial 
and stealthy invasions, they came and disturbed the happy 
homes of the honest Pharaons and of the great folks of their 
court, provided for their senses that were satiated with the 
unvarying attractions of their homely better halves, the spicy 
and high-flavoured relish full of intended and studied surprises 
of the charms of their well-trained spouses. Then, when their 
gay partners, these experienced shrewd women, these incom- 
parable virtuoses in the art of stimulating the senses, over- 
whelmed with refined caresses Jiheir pitiful victims, hypnotised 
by this excess of feminine attentions, the husbands, these easy- 
going Benedicts, thrust their hands into the money-bags, broke 
the safes open and rifled the contents of the drawers. Once 
masters of the place, in possession of the hearts and purses of 
their over-confiding hosts, they called in the Hyksos, their 
rapacious brethren of the Euphrates, to take their share of the 
spoil, sent their miserable dupes about their business, placed 
on their own heads the “ pschent ” of the Pharaons, toadied 
the ox Apis, assumed the power and incurred the deadly 
hatred of the Egyptians, who ultimately drove them ignomini- 
ously away. 

While the fathers were looting, the daughters corrupted. 
Constantly tormented by the imperious exigences of an inexor- 
able eretheism, solicited by the furious appeals of wild desire, 
unable to overcome the frenzy of indomitable appetences, they 
feasted their exasperated sensuality, and, gorged with pleasure, 
bruised by violent embraces, they sunk prostrate in their 
shame and in the painM exaltation of their whole being. 
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They were stretcbing in the sun their supple loins encircled 
with golden belts. Their entrails panting, their nostrils 
dilated, flat on the marble of their terraces they dragged their 
powerful hips over the scorching slabs, lifted up their meagre 
bosoms and with smiling crimson lips apart, displaying the 
humid whiteness of their beautiful teeth, splendidly set in rosy 
gums, they inhaled the breeze of the sea and seented in the air 
the effluvia of man. 

When, over the blue waves, glided the dark craft of the 
pirates, with a horse’s head carved at the prow and manned by 
robust Libyans, elegant lonians, handsome Gauls, proud Latins, 
the slaves of their fathers,. gleams of light blazed in their 
sombre pupils, their sharp look searched over the hard relief of 
the muscles, slid along the harmonious forms and remained 
laden with harsh desire, in face of the superb poses, the 
haughty demeanour, the disdainful indiAerence of the men 
of the North, and prolonged tremors twisted their slender 
limbs. 

Hysterical mercenaries, they bathed by turn, in bull’s blood 
to strengthen, or in cow’s milk to soften their bronze-like brown 
bodies; perfumed their moist flesh; shook, like mares, their 
heavy mass of gold and silver ornaments, and bending their 
croup, rigid in a supreme .spasm, listened breathless to their 
vibrating senses and to the sound of the gold that paid them. 

Perverse creatures with blackened eyelashes, dyed eyes, 
cheeks painted in vermilion, clad in purple, bespangled with 
gold and glittering gems spoiled from rifled nations, they 
insinuated themselves among the nations of the Occident, 
bringing their complicated amours, their clever depravity, their 
precocious impudicity; opposing to the chaste virtue of the 
Aryan women the resources of their artful wiles. 
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By softening the redoubtable muscles of tbe Aryan, tliey 
paralysed his nerves, instilling into his pure and ruby blood 
the corroding virus of their disconcertirig caressĕs, of their' 
degrading lecherousness ; ruined its virile ^ualities, sapping his 
energy, his self-respeet, and his' respeet for others, destroyed 
the family. . , 

Carthage afterwards kept up the traditions of Tyr and 
Sidon. The Semite, encamped at the foot of the Atlas, turned 
the Mediterranean into an Arab lake, subjected under its yoke 
the borderers, and enacted a tribute from them. Enslaying 
the nations of Africa under his iron rule, he broke the bones of 
the vanquished kings, drawing and quartering its slaves, and 
crueihed his own unsuccessM generals. Engulfed in the mire 
of his voluptuous bestiality, he entrusted the defence of 
Carthage and its treasures to paid mercenaries, Greeks, 
Iberians, Gauls, Libyans, and' made world-known the Punic 
good faith. 

One day Kome crushed the nest of brigands, levelled their 
infamous den, and drove them back into their deserts. 

Later on, at the bidding of a visionary, they once more 
sallied from their, solitudes, their armed mobs rushed on to 
the conque8t of the world, and the men of Europe had a 
narrow escape of being all circumcised. 

Sceptical and mocking Greece provided these upstarts. of 
vict6ry with architects, mathematicians, thinkers, savants. 
She tried to smoothe a little the asperities of this crew of 
highwaymen, and to educate to a certain extent these primitive 
and dull understandings, roughly outlining for them a 
semblanee of civilisation, a rather curious syncretism made up 
of all sorts of elements which, being skin-deep, Aickered for a 
moment and then died out. 
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These arrant cut-throats, incapable of carrying on this 
borrowed civilisation, incompatible with the aspirations of the 
race, with its instincts of depredation and savage independence, 
set to quarrelling among themselyes, infested the seas and 
laid waste the cpasts, giving free scope to their ungovernable 
passions, viewing with perfect indilTerence the decay of their 
cities, their monuments, thĕir dwellings, filled with irresistible 
antipathy for a civilisation that was beyond their com- 
prehension, pining for their tents, their roving life and their 
deserts. 
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TANGIEn. 


Tmii/iir, 2iid Jaiiuitry. 

We are iu the roadsteail oll’ Taugicr. Tliree liours ago we werc diuiug 
at (‘iibraltar. The night is dark, tlic air sultry: tliere is a slight breeze 
froin the west, wann and dauij), (lriving slowly above us lieavy elouds 
ladeu with raiu. lu the gloom iii frout of us, bleuding alino.st with the 
sky, lies a soiubrc, ojiaijue uiass with sjieeks of liglit—Taugier. 

The J)Jrbel-2'arik, “ Gibinltar,” our little steamer that ruus betwecn 
Gibraltar aud Taugier wlieu tlie weatlier jiermits, has just hove to, and 
siguals its arrival by sharp and piercing steam-whistles, which follow 
oue auother iu rajiid succession. It almost seems as if there were a 
straiu of auger and imjiatiencc iu this shrill, iucessaut rejietitiou. 

Theu iu the obseurity that shrouds us, a dull, measured rumbling, 
a coufused echo of voices, is faintly heard iu the distauce. The 
.sound comes nearer, grows louder, clearer, more defmite. You hear 
distinctly the quick, sudden plash of oars; the voices swell into a 
hoarse clamour, and all at once, in the rays of light thrown by the 
lanterns of tlio steamer, you catch sight of boats lilled with wildly 
. _ _._ ' - 
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vociferating Arabs. In a trice they clamber up the side and rush upon 
deck. In the deaiening racket of frightful yells and fierce wrangles, 
they take possession of us, seize our luggage, pack us off into their boats 
pell-inell, with our trunks, dogs, and baggage. They quarrel for the 
last time, and row us away towards Tangier. 

Torestier, carried off by a couple of sturdy fellows, has been gently 
lowered into a boat, crammed with dirty Jewesses and convicts let out 
from Spanish gaols, whom the Bjehd-Tarik is bringing home to their 
native country. 

Ingram is in another boat with me, as well as his valet, the 
phlegmatic Brooks, who, stiff, cold, encased in his impassive respect- 
ability, is holding the dogs in leash, and looking after the luggage, 
absolutely indifferent to everything else around him. Marshall has 
been deposited on shore, in some spot or other, we don’t know where. 

The night is as black as pitch. Our boat, deeply laden, is in danger 
of being swamped at the least false move. After about twenty minutes 
the men ship their oars and leap into the water, which reaches above 
their knees. Each of them takes one of us astride his shoulders, throws 
his load on the sand, and leaves him there to go and fetch other poor 
wretches, who are abandoned in the same way, one here, another there, 
haphazard along the beach. 

I hail Ingram, who cannot be far off. He replies, and we grope our 
way to one another over the rocks and pools of water, for we cannot see 
an inch before ris. We are trying to find out our bearings, when a 
lantern gleams. Some one calls our names; we howl ours in reply. It 
is Harris, who has crossed to Tangier a week before, to make prepara- 
tions for our expedition into the interior. He has come to meet us 
with his servant Selim. He takes us to the Custom-house, where we 
find Eorestier, Marshall, Brooks, the dogs Don and Kover, who are 
completely dazed, our boatman aud our luggage. 

Harris, speaking a jargon of Arabic, which nobody, not even himseH, 
understands, explains a host of thiiigs to the Custom-house officers, 
muffled in their burnooses. They respond with great volubility and 
wild gesticulating, and everything is arraiiged. 

We make our way to “La Yilla de Erance,’’ followed by the 
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men carrying our luggage, lighted by the lanterns of the hotel 
porters. We climb a steep street, which seems as though it would 
never end, splashing in muddy pools, Aoundering in ruts, slipping on 
soft refuse that emits unnameable odours, stumbling against shapeless 
masses lying on the ground,—Arabs fast asleep under the open sky. 
Massive gates provided with enormous bolts are opened before us, 
creaking on their rusty hinges, and hastily shut again as soon as we 
have passed through. Then, still ascending, we eross a big square, 
where, wrapped in burnooses, their heads resting on their knees, 
crouching hgures with harsh features are guarding herds of oxen. 
Through these we have some difficulty in clearing a passage. A fine 
rain is falling, a Scotch mist, which makes us wet to the skin. 

At last we reach the hotel, and eat as hearty a supper as if we 
had never dined. We dry our clothes belbre a nice fire, smoke a few 
cigarettes, and then we retire to our rooms. 

« « ' * « « » 

With the first streak of dawn I .}ump out of bed. A sunbeam that 
comes through an opening in the shutters dispels the semi-darkness of 
my room, and faHing on the wall gleams like a bit of melted gold. 
I open my window, and the room is resplendent, Aooded with light, 
perfumed with a fragrance of trees and* dewy Aowers, with that keen 
and delicious scent which rises from the earth after a storm of rain. 

Betore rae lay a broad expanse of sky of intense blue; on the far 
distant horison, the coasts of Spain, a long, grey streak tinged with red; 
while Tangier stretches away to the sea in an endless number of snow- 
white terraces, forming a vivid contrast to the deep blue waters. 

Walls of mosques, covered with brown and green tiles, sparkle in 
some places like diamonds. A network of dark lines intersecting this 
stream of light indicates tlie streets and crossways. Here and there 
clusters of green trees appear dark amid these walls, reAecting a dazzling 
brightness. Then on the topmost summit, dominating the towii, rises, 
in spectral whiteuess, the citadel, whose ramparts stand in vigorous 
outline against the sky. 

In the foreground are the embattled walls of the town, its gates with 
horseshoe arches, and the square, the immense square that we crossed 

B 2 
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last night. The (lrovers are still there with their cattle, hiit other henls 

aiid tlocks have coine: oxen, 
sheej), goats. Loaded cainels 
are sqnatting on tlie ground; 
donkeys trndging in every direc- 
tion; niules totliered to jwsts, 
munchiug their oats and dealing 
.sly kicks \vhenever tliej' tiiid a 
cliaiice. A huge white-rolicd 
crowd with pointed lioods movcs 
slowly licneaih nie. A vagne 
inurmur niouuls upward, 
mingled with an acrid, special 
characteristic odour, tliat mide- 
finahle odour to he found only 
in the Ea.st. 

A faint hluisli, transparcnt 
vapour lloats round tlio Iiotcl, 
veiliiig hig clumps of trees. Jn 
this soft niist Arab waiters aud 
porters niove slowly, silently, 
likc shadows. 

Suddenly on the air, a shrill, 
long-drawn cry sonrs over tlie 
town, doniinating all other 
sounds. Tlie nutiddcn has come 
fortli on the halcony of the 
minaret of the great mosijue; 
has turned towards the KvMa, 
hoisting a white (lag, and jiro- 
claiming, with the moriiing 
jirayer, the declaration ot the 
mauisk stuekt, TAKniKR. faith of Islain, which at the 

same momeut in Ihe sejitentriou 
and in the south, in the orient aud in the occideut, ull true helievers 
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are beginaing to utter; " There is no other god but God, and Mahomet 
is his prophet.” Instantly other flags are Aoating- on the minarets 
of other mosques, the muedden appears, the same words fly away. 

A deep silence has fallen on all. The kneeling crowd, facing 
the East, has reverently repeated the creed of the tholha, and the last 
accents are borne away in a supreme vibration, a final slow, plaintive 
note, profoundly sad, " Allah-Kebar ”—God is very great. 

I am in a hurry to see the town. Ingi-am, in his shirt-sleeves, 
scours about, deeply engrossed in examining his guns, trying the 
triggers, oiling the cocks, cleaning the barrels, threatening his dogs, who 
jump about his legs, to send them back to England; at the same time 
storming against Brooks, who has lost his head in the lirst disorder of 
our arrival. 

Marshall, as lazy as a dormouse, is stiU in bed, idling away the best 
part of the morning, and humming, in his tiny falsetto voice, “Has 
anybody seen iny Mary Ann ? ” his matutinal song. 

Eorestier, bitten with the craze of the East, has already got his 
sketch-book and his pencils ready, and is as eager as I to see. We set 
out, leavirig Ingram to his guns, Marshall to his ditty, and Brooks, poor 
Brooks! to extricate himself as best he can from a chaos of trunks, 
portmanteaus, cases, which litter our woms, invade the corridors, and 
block up the entrance-hall of the hotel. 

We are on the great market-place on the SouTc. The sun has 
already dried up the mud in which we were Aoundering so horribly last 
night. It is an immense stretch of uneven ground, with ridges and 
deep ruts, a regular marsh when it rains, a Sahaiu when the sun parches 
this clayey soil, which cracks and splits in every directibn. It extends 
in a steep slope right to the walls of Tangier. A road paved with flags 
runs across it from the top down to one of the town gates. On each 
side of the gate are narrow shops, about four feet wide, looking as if they 
were hung on the walls. In some of these, weapons are gleaming, 
bright coloured stuffs glittering in the sun. In others are a sort of 
stove, made of a few stones and a handful of clay on which tiny pieces 
of meat are roasting on spits. Close by are butchers, grocers, bakers, 
confectioners, serving their poor customers. 
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IIalf-way up the liill there is a saint’s tomb, four whitewashed 
walls. At tho top stantls a cemetery, strewn with stones, grnves, and 
clusters of cactuses and aloes of a dusty grey-green colour. 

It is market-day ; a numerous crowd in an incessant bustle fdls the 
8qunre. Files of camels, roaring fearfully, stride along, their heads 
towering above ours, and their long, bare necks undulating with snake- 

like movements. Little black 
donkeys kick with their front feet 
all the dogs that come within 
their leach. There are herds of 
sinall, thickset o.xen, with short 
horns and tawny hair; llocks of 
Idack goats, with red spots and 
sharply curved noses ; stubborn 
mules, bent on biting one another; 
and a dense throng of Arabs, in 
white burnooses, among whom 
some Jews, in bluerobes and black 
skull-caps, roain stealthily, with 
furtive looks. 

Now and theii, a Knropean on 
hoi-seback, a Spaniard riding a 
mule canying sack.s, a red-faced 
and white-helmeted KugliHhman 
turning over his guide-book, in- 
troduce an incongruous element 
into this tranquil harmony of 
wdiitc, of grey, of brown-reds, that mingle and blend into a general 
neutral tint of an exquisite softness, on this great background of tho 
blue sky. 

In this crowd there are natives of Sousse in dark-blue garments and 
black djellaJnclis, peasants from the Gharb, wrapped like Ilomans in the 
folds of their rough woollen haiks. Ilere an old negro in rags from 
Timbuctoo, with hair plaited with fino leather thongs adoriied with 
shells, is beating cymbals, making hideous grimaccs, twisting his body 
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iiito every sliape and fonn. There, a magnihcent negress, tall, snpple, 
erect, is carrying on lier head small, round, flat loaves, on a wooden 
tray, covered with a woollen cloth. On her long slim feet there is a 
slight coat of dnst, wliich gives 
them a very faint grey-bluish gloss, 
while her raised-up naked arm 
gleams with brouze reilects. With 
her liead thrown far back, she walks 
011 straiglit, witli a superb carriage, 
chewing between lier teetli a corner 
of her huik. 

Tarther on wc i>a.ss a row or 
countrywomeii sittiiig by the road- 
side. They are almost completely 
slirouded undcr the thick tblds of 
their woolleii dre.ss and the gigantic 
brims of tiieir straw huts, dccked 
with gay ribbons. All of them keep 
tlie lower part of their faces con- 
cealed witli the borders of their 
huiks, leaving nothing visible e.v- 
cept thcir dark eyes stained witli 
koheul, wonderlully Ijrilliaiit under 
their thick eyebrows, almost re- 
joining on their foreheads, often 
tattooed with a blue cross. Baskets 
iii froiit of them contain rhihkh for 
the camels, thistles for the as.ses 
and mules, fowls’ eggs, aiid butter. 

Near the tomb of the saint a 
group of children, in blue, red-rose a .nkgukss ihik.id-ski.i.kh. 

mauve dresses, is collected round a 

white-haired negro with cheeks covered witli scars. He sings in a sad 
broken voice, which can scarcely be heard, accompanying the soiig on a 
sort of square guitar, a (jimhry. Strange and weird is the eirect of 
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this primitive melody, rhythmed under the burning sun, in the great 
plains of mysterious Africa, where no European has ever penetrated. 

Ahsorbed in his own thoughts, the old child of the Dark Continent 
will croon for hours togetlier his plaintive melody, muttering this same 
sad note, this unvaryiug strain, escaping like a sigh from his thick, pale, 
colourless lips. 

Close by the wall of a brazier’s shop sits a story-teller, a Moor, 
a young thahh from Fez, fresh from the University of Karaouin, 
exquisitely neat and clean, his nails wliite and ■rose, carefully 
trimmed, dyed with henna. Enveloped in a hundred folds of white 
muslin, he recites in a ratlier alfected manner some pretty little trides, 
which a select audiencc applaud judiciously. He jnust have inade some 
pointed remark at our expense, for his hearers turn round laugliing to 
look at us, and whisper a great deal among themselves. 

At the bottom of the Souk, on the left of the town, a crowd is 
gathered in front of a shop. Amid brown and white burnooses, soft 
tinted sulhams, scarlet ka/tans, /erra^h, fez, pouches of red and 
citron coloured morocco, gleam khangiars, yataghans, copper-lined 
powder-Aasks shaped like a negress’s breasts, sabres with hafts of 
rhinoceros horn, on whose finely tempered blades the grandiose mottoes 
of famous Spanish grandees are>engraved in gold. 

In this group two men stand strongly out, distinct in face and 
character. They are mountaineers, natives of the Eiff—Kiffeans, as 
they are called at Tangier—Amazirghs, as they term themselves; a 
branch of the great Berber family, the brothers of the Kabyles in 
Algeria. Indifferent Moslems, as they were formerly lukewarm 
Christians, they are desperately attached to their independence, and 
believe in scarcely anything except their guns. Aryans separated for 
so many centuries from their European kinsmen, they have forgotten 
them, these mongrei Semitic Aryans, these inveterate rebels, always in 
reWblt against the Sultan, incessantly waging wars among themselves. 
Tall,^ sturdy, well-shaped, built like atliletes, they cdmbine elegance 
with-strength. They speak in a loud, guttural, sharp tone, and their 
imperious bearing, their fierce looks, and abrupt gestures produce an 
imiposing and oommanding eflfect. One of them has a dark complexion 
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with a Eoman contpur; the other, with his reddish hair and his deep, 
steel-biHe eyes, represcats the Gallic type. They glance boldly; have 
smaH, white well-set teeth, bigh cheek-bones, prominent chins. Their 
features have a firm and resolute expression, and their whole demeanour 
is tinged with an air of ferocity. 

Arouad tUeir heads is eatwined a band of red cloth, bespangled 
with silver—their gun-case. Their sinewy arnvs, left uncovered by 
their chesnut-coloured burnooses of coarse wool, are striped with narrow 
bands of embroidered silk, spotted with coloured tufts; and their broad 
hoods, falling far down from tlieir shouldeis, reveal powerful necks 
burnt by the sun. • 

Undcr the burnoose, a wide belt of scarlet silk conSnes a white linen 
gandourah at the waist. Their legs are bare, vigorous, the attachments 
of the muscles are delicate, the ankies salient. On their feet they wear 
sandals of goatskin, witb the hair outside, laced with eords o( plaited 
al/a. A tchekara, a double-pouched w^allet for bullets, of red and 
yellow leather, with interlaced ‘ornaments, set off by fine silk tufts, is 
slung across their shoulders. At their sides hang the guern, powder- 
Aasks, in guilloched copper; and froni coids of hlue silk, slung like- 
wise, khangiars are suspended. The broken handle of one of these 
poniards—that of the red-haired fellorw—has been rudely but solidly 
bound with thongs of untanned hide. Their sinewy hands, the veins of 
which stand out in strong relief, constantly lidget about the expandmg 
ivory butt of their muskets, their trusty friends, m’ksala, with 
their long barrels encircled with silver, ribbon-like streaks. The 
people arouud approach them with respect, and even with some degree 
of fear. 

Then there are water-carriers, bending under the weight of their 
goatskin loads. The skin has been used in its natural shape; the 
belly of the animal being slit lengthwise, the caicase taken out, and 
a long copper tap inserted in ihe neck. The skin swelis out with ^e 
liquid poured into it, thc legs are stiff, and the inSated hide has so 
striking an appearance of reality that you are impressed both with its 
lugubriousness and its comicality. 

The aguador, with the perspiration streaming down his face, 
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trudges through the crowd, clanking his copi>er goblets ono against tlie 
other, dispensing his water, made tepid hy tlie heat, insipid by the 
constant jolting, and emitting strong and repugnant effluvia ol‘ the he- 
goat. His legs are slender, his arms sinewy. A piece of ycllow stud' 
eucircling a gi^easy cap, stiAened by dirt and the accumulated perspini- 
tion, serves as a turlian; breeches of 
soiled linen complete his co.stume. 

Occasionally a rich Moor, on a mulc 
caparisonctl in velvet embroiiiered witli 
gold and clad in a silk haik, rides through 
the crowd, whicli defercntially niake way 
for him. 

My buckle, tall boots, and particulaiiy 
my ribbed vclvet coat, .seem to e.\cite 
the lively curiosity of the street boys, 
who, from time to time, slyly put uut 
their monkey paws to feel the coat. ()ur 
glovc3 are tlie subject of endless com- 
ment, and provoke inccssant bursts of 
laugliter, e^pecially when we take them 
olf to sketch. 

\Ve pass tho gate of the fioHk, a worm- 
eatcn gate jilated with copper sheets with 
greenish streaks. Tlie base is worn and 
sbiny, in consequence of the constant 
contact with tho burnooses and meu’s 
flesh. The upper part, quite grey, is en- 
crusted with a thick layer of dust. The 
grey-bearded gate-keeper lolls by the wall on a cage of palm.s, a kafa, 
smoking cigarettes, and mumbling his iirayers as he turns the beads of 
hls rosary. 

The street is very broad at this part. The high walls of the 
ramparts, covered with lichens on their sides, and luishes and dry plants 
on their embattled summits, are Aanked by a few sparse, tumble-ilown 
shops. From their dislocated eaves hang fnigments of tattered stufl'. 
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Donkeys, mules, camels, wallow in the half-(lried mire. Jlendicants in 
rags covered with vermin, e.xhihit fearful ulcers aTul present a loathsome 
aspect. A blind man on his knees appeals, in the name of Allah, to the 
pity of the passers-by. These vacant orbs, these bloodshot chasms, are 
frightful to look upon. "We thi-ow him a trille aud pass (piickly on. 



A OATKWAY OK TASOIKK. 


Soon we come into a small, narrow scpiare—the little Souk —lined 
with shops and full of life. A pretty but very dilapidated Moorish 
fountain, of fine style, is built in an angle formed by the square and 
the adjacent street. Here women, clad in haiks of white wool, bring 
their pitchers, the water-carriers their skins, and Europeans their pails. 
Women bread-sellers with veils on are ranged in a row by the side of 
the walls. Eronting the fouutain stands the English post-oiTice, with 
barred windows, and close by a cafe and a billiard-room. On the walls 













12 AMONG TUE MOORS. 

placards are posted. The square is full of people: Sjianiards, lazy 
Moors, artful Jews concluding bargains, busy ncgroes, jiorters waiting 
for clients, guides, interpreters watching for newcomers and pcstering 
them with offers of service. A little Jew is bent on tacking himself to 
us. Ile dogs our stej^s, and it is impossible to get rid of him. 

Somewhat lower down, we stoj) before tbe tincly-carved door of the 
great mosque, with its very elegant 
arch and its llange of arabesqucs. 
Au Arab is kneeling at the bottom 
of the stej)s, pmying in a loud 
voice, and telling bis beads. lle 
throws us an angry glance, and 
favours us with an iniprecation, 
which our little rogue of a Jew 
niakes haste to interjuet for our 
benelit: “Dog of a Christian, son 
of a dog! May your father and 
your grandfather bc cursed, and 
swelter in everla8ting fire! ” This 
kind conipliment fails to jiroduce 
the least imjiression on us. 

'J'hcre are two exj)rcssions 
which wc are constantly liearing— 
lalad-, which ineans “look out,” 
and la lass, whieh is equivalent to 
“ all right.” 

Two iloors ineet, clasj) cacli 
other’s right hand, and iiujuire how things are “at honie”—they 
carefully avoid mentioning their tvives —la iass! Then, after some 
further polite cerciuonies, for they are exceedingly jmnctilious, they 
again inquire if matters are really going on well —la hass! and 
always la hass ! the inevitable la hass! jmnctuating all their 
phrases. If there is a mule behind us— JRaleuk! 'When a j)orter 
laden with a big box comes by— Balcuk! Should a horsemau como 
dashing aloug— Baleuk! It matters not whether the mide has 
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brokeu your ribs, whether the porter’s box has (lislocated’your shoukler, 

whether the rider’s stirrup has torii away a piece of your coat, when 

the waruing cry Dalcuh! rings in 

your ears. Fortunately there arc 

no carriages, drays, or vehicles of 

any .sort iii ilorocco. 

All aloug thc strccts, iicarly 
dowii to thc harbour, shops succecd 
each other with a few intcrnii>- 
tions. 'riicre tourists are bargaiuiiig 
for pottery, Moorish slippcrs, aiid 
" souYciiirs of Morocco.’’ Jiist 
beforc reaching the harbour, we 
take on our left a strcct leadiiig to 
the citadel. Our uuceremoiiious 
Israclite guidcs us through a 
labyrinth of iiarrow streets, froiu 
which, I ought to ackuowledge it, 
wo couhl ncver have extricatcd 
oursclves without Iiis hclp. 

Aiid what strcets! Dark uar- 
row passuges bctween high wulls, 
with barred windows, imrts of wall 
crumbling away at the base, and 
threateiiing every monient to 
tumble down. 'riirough half-opeu 
doors, thick vapour.s of fetid odours 
escape. 'Tlie roud, paved iii souic 
lilaccs, cut up iii others, is u 
sink of liiiuid mud, in which lloat 
loathsome carcases, dead cats, stukkt is tanoiku. 

putrid fowls. Sickly childrcn, with 

bleared eyes, dressed in rags, aiid a prcy to vcrmin, are dabbling in 
this lilth, by which we are splashed at every momeut. We quickcn 
our pace, to escaiie from this horriblo stcuch; aiid in auother street, u. 
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little less dirty, we take refuge iu a Moorish cafe, at the foot of a steep 
ascent leading to the citadel. 

The ceiling is constructed of wooden rallers resting on a thick girder, 
propped by a single piece of wood, forining a column in the middle of 
the room. The bare ground is covered with mats, set off by coloured 
designs, in which violet predominates. A slight whitewashed elevation, 
about two feet high by two feet wide, likewise covered with mats, serves 
as a divan, and runs along the walls, laid out also with bright-coloured 
mats, ornamentcd with arabesgues representing the arches over the 
door of a mosque. From the ceUing hang lamps made of tin-plate, and 
embellished with coloured glass. In a corner, at a little counter, with 
a moucharaby gallery above it, sits the haouadji, in a blue vest with 
red trousers, trimmed with wliite scalloped cord. A square hole in tbe 
wall serves as a receptacle for his cups, glasses, sugar; and before 
the counter on a brick stove, a big copper coffee-pot is simmering. 

At the entrance a negro, all in blue, pounds coffee in a marble 
mortar, moaning like a baker when he is kneading his dough. Seven 
or eight Moors, seated in the middle of the apartment, take their 
coffee, talking of their affairs, or playing on instruments of various 
kinds. 

They give us a very civil welcome. The coffee is excellent, and we 
fall to sketchiog the place. We have scarcely begun when all the 
customers rise, and enter into a lively discussion with the proprietor, 
BGW and then casting angry glances at us. Our Israelite exi)lains what 
we had half suspected. The customers are furious at their portraits 
being taken, and give it as their ultimatum that they won’t put their 
foot inside the cafe again if tbe roumis are not turned out at once. 
We go on sketching and drinking our coffee without paying the leasi 
heed to the proprietors selfish rebukes. As soon as we have Anished 
we take our leave, and climb the rough, bare scorching slope which leads 
to the citadel, at the “ Whip Gate,” Bab-el-asa. 

There is a great charm in this old gate, whose poiiited, depressed 
areh, which, with a slight break at the top and narrow at the base, has 
that delicious outline so characteristic of Moorish architecture. Un- 
fortunately it is falling into ruins, sapped at its base—like all the other 
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buildings of Moroccd and the rest of the East, through the constant 
battering of the Ipads of beasts of burden. The wood of the massiye 
door is rotten, the copper sheets that overlay it are lalling off, the locks 
are rust-eaten, and nothing is ever repaired. The superposed layers of 
whitewash are accumulating, obliterating the fine angles of the lines; 
the delicate reliefs of the arch, fornied by a triple series of little curves, 
adjoining the large ogive on the outside. All that is passing away, 
crumbling bit by bit, through the geneml indifference, the unspeakable 
carelessness of this race of visionaries, pnrsuing for centuries its reli- 
gious chimera, in which all its vigour, its energies, its aspirations 
are merged; this slow suicide of Islam. 

As we stand, with the Souk at our feet, stretching from the other 
side of the town, our cicerone tell us, without the least scruple, a 
legend current among the Arabs and scarcely Aattering to his race. In 
tiraes of drought, so they say, the Jews are let loose in the Souk, and 
commanded to pray for rain. It seems, according to Moorish ideas, 
that the sight of this foul rabble is so offensive to the Almighty that 
He hastens to send down rain in torrcnts in order to get rid of their 
presence. 

In the Kashah are located the oHicial buildings of Tangier, the 
law-courts, the prisons, the Pasha’s jialace, and the houses of some 
functionaries. 

After a ramble through winding streets, irregular cross-ways, and 
polluted alleys, we find ourselves iii a wide courtyard. The rugged 
ground is covered with deep ruts. The part next to tlie buildings is 
irregularly paved with blocks of unhewn stone. In the centre heaps of 
refuse merge, like islands, fiom the midst of a pool of black mud, which 
emit the most noxious smells. A few saddled horses are tethered, 
goats are frolickiug, driving back from time to time mangy dogs, 
ravenous after the carcase of a camel, from which they gnaw with tlieir 
fangs the blood-stained flesh. Black vultures are screeching aloft, 
describing concentric circles, waiting for an opportunity to obtain a 
share of tbe hideous quarry. 

We enter an old forsaken building, the ancient Treasury. At the 
top of some steps is a portioo, a double colonnade, with horseshoe arches 
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of remarkal)le piirity. TIio moKiic paviii" ol’ cliarmiii" ilesign, is 
broken and torn iip. Tlie disjointoil doors, exquisitcly panelled, are 
rotting on tlieir hiiiges. Beggars wlio liave taken iip tlieir aboile there, 
are dressing their repulsive sores. The whole aspect of the place is one 
of heartrending desolation. 

At the side are the prisons. You eiitor by a large ogived folding 
door iiito the high-ceiled coiirtyaril, [)aved uith glittering pebbles. 



A nia.ssive clay bank, about three feet wide, of irregular level, white- 
waslied like the walls, runs round the yard on two sidcs—oii the right 
at the eutrauce, and at the farther end. In the wall on the right a 
large arched oi^eiiing is closed by a thick door with forniidable bolts. 
In the front of it, vertical and horizontal pieces of wooil, iii the form 
of a cross, lirmly nailed together, impart a most sinister as[>ect to 
the place. 

In the middle of this door aii aiierture about the size of a maids 
head has becn cut, in the shape of a heart, with the point dowiiwards. 
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It is througli this hole that the prisoiiers are alloweil to see tlieir 
relatives aiid Iriends, and receive irom them the food that the Sultan, 
absorhed in the duties of tlie harem, is always forgetting to dole out 
to tliem. 

It is hy thi.'5 oue door that the prisoners enter and tlieir dead bodies 
are brought out. 

The fartliest wall is hung with the guns, powder-Hasks, aiid pouches 
of tlie guard. On the other 
walls tliere are cotes for 
pigeons, some of which are 
Auttering under the vaults. 

Mattresses and quilts are 
piled uji indiscriminately on 
the benches, and the floor is 
littered witli empty boxes, 
pots, copper vessels, aud 
kitchen utensils. 

Near the barred door, the 
warder, a toothless, sour- 
looking, white-beai-ded old 
soldier, pent up in his hood 
and the folds of his multi- 
farious burnoo.scs, keeps his 
watchbil eye on the prisoners 
and their visitors as he 
smokes his jiipe. 

A womon has just entered 
with a bundle of clothes aiid 
somc provisions. The gaoler with a shaky voice shouts out a name; 
oiie of the ]»risoner.s, gauut, with hollow eye.s, his Iivid face j)ressed 
against the rim of the hole, stretches out an emaciated hand, and 
eagerly clutches the food brought by his wife, down whose cheeks big 
tears are Ilowing. She holds up her child; he kisses it with a smothered 
howl, and the jioor little thing, trembling under this wild caress, timidly 
strokes its father’3 wan cheeks with its tiny iilumj) hands. For the 
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wretehed man, this is a gleam of light in the darkness of that hell. 
Poor people! 

The unhappy woman has left; she walked out rigid, with dazed eyes, 
her child rolled up in the corner of her haik. 

I take my turn in looking through the execrable hole. In the 
semi-obscurity I gradually make out an arcade, with a double row 
of square pillars, opening on an uncovered courtyard. It has at 
oue time been paved with tiles, some of which still remain, 
disappearing beneath the rot of refuse. At the farther end of the 
court there is a fountain, where these miserables get water and wash 
themselves. They rush round the aperture, begging in most lamentable 
accents, but move off at a growl from the warder. I throw them a few 
piastres, over which they hercely wrangle, with horrible cursing and a 
sinister rattling of chains. 

Oh, the awful clanking of those chains, this dire stniggle in the 
gloom, these gaunt ligures tearing and howling like wild beasts, this 
stench of corpses! I shall never forget it, never! 

Iron rings riveted round the ankles, and connected by a link a 
foot long, force the criminal to take very short steps, and the friction of 
the fetters has worn away the flesh and laid bare the bones. 

In the semi-darkness I calch a glimpse of motionless bodies lying 
on the ground between the pillar^ of the arcade, with nothing but rags 
to cover them. They are prisoners asleep, perhaps in the throes of 
death. From the nails in the walls hang jagged lcou/as and strips 
of dirty linen. In a corner, between two stones, Aickers the faint 
bluish flame of a fire, where they cook scraps of food. A worm, reeking, 
nauseous smell pervades this Gehenna. 

How fresh the air seems when we get out! How delightful it is to 
see the blue sky once more ! 

Before the Court of Justice we find the Pasha engaged in trying an 
intricate aAair. The plaintiff and defendant are on their knees, making 
out their cases at the same tirae, with a great deal of vociferation and 
gesticulation; while tlie Paslia, exasperated, shouts above the din, and 
threatens to send them both to prison if they won’t give each other time 
to speak. 
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Soldiers in tall conical fez, dressed in blue and wliite bnrnooses, are 
posted at the side, ready at tlie first sign to carry out the peremptory order. 
Otliers are enjoying their cigarettes under the colounade at tlie entrance. 

We leave His Excellency the Pasha—with oue or several tails—to Iiis 
duties, in order to walk on the terrace, where three or four heavy gnns 
are lying idly on their camages. A stalwart varlet of an artillery- 
man, who looks very much like a 
pirate, jabbei-s a few words in Erench, 
descanting on the qnalities of his 
gun, vaunting tho accuracy of its 
practice, and manifesting in the 
most barefaced fashion his desire 
for hacksheesh, which we bestow 
upon him all the more readily as 
the scamp does not in the least 
deserve it. It is the regular tliing 
herej they ask for hachsheesh quite 
as naturally as they cry haleuh! 
as they say la hass! at every 
moment, without thinking, natur- 
ally, and we, as a inatter of course, 
give it at every monient, without 
thinking, naturally. 

From this pTace we pass through 
thc upptjr gate, opening at the top of a deep slope, and descend 
to the Simk, by a road lincd with cactuses, aloes, and tall reeds. 
We then make our way to the hotel, Aanked by our persistent son of 
Israel, and we see the obstinate little rascal take his station by the 
entry, to watch our exit, and pilot us again, whether we iike it or 
not, in spite of two or three thnmps administered to him by Selim, 
who had a crow to pluck witli him. 

We are in the bustle of pre])arations for our dei^arture. 

In one of the big rooms of the hotel, Ilarris has stored the para- 
phernalia for our camp. The place is crannned, aiul the hall nearly 
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blocked up. Everything is heaped up pell-mell on the floor; hoxes 
on top of one another, piles of trunks ready to topple over, pyramids 
of portmanteaus, camp-beds, hales of canvas, picket ropes and poles, 
the gear and furniture for our tents. Besides these, •\vaterproof bags 
stuAed with clothes, linen, and blankets, cartridge boxes, guns, saddles, 
bridles, a petroleum stove, a violin, a table, lanterns, and a quantity 
of other things, are strewn on the ground. 

Hariis, like most of his countrymen, is fond of comfort; and since 
he holds that the stomach has a right to serious consideration, he has 
made due arrangements to provide for its requirements. Ingram points 
to four strong boxes with screwed lids, sent froin London. They are 
Alled with comestibles, and he obligingly enumerates the contents: tea, 
co£fee, preseiwes, biscuits, pickles of all sorts, bouillon Licbig’s, 
ox-tail soups, smoked tongues, York hams, and those horrible highly- 
spiced sauces which set the throats of us Erenchmen all on fire, 
though thcy only tickle the palate of the sons of Albion. The 
drinkables inelude champagne, chartreuse, and whisky. Of conrse thq 
pepper, mustard, and salt have not been forgotten, nor the candles for 
the evenings in camp. The miniature medicine cliest remains imder 
the charge.of Eorestier, who is to act as apothecary. 

Ingi’am shows himself quite in his elenient in the midst of the 
confusioii, roaming about everywhere, handling everything, adding to 
the disorder undcr pretence of setting things to rights, teasing his dogs, 
and keepiiig an eye on unfortuiiate Brooks, who, with a woe-begone air, 
wanders among the multifarious piles, making superluinian elTorts to 
convert the.huge juinble into sometliing like order. Hypnotised bj^ his 
guns, his ammunition, his dogs, Ingiain burnishes with his owu hand 
the gleaming barrels, spreads his cartridges oiit on the ground, couuting 
them, examining them, classifying them, and then putting them back 
carefully one by one in the gorgeous cases of yellow leathcr plated with 
copper corners, and fastened by safety locks of manellous complexity. 
His restless dogs poke their noses everywhere, get entangled in the 
ropes, bring dowTi the unevenly piled boxes with a crasli, and trample 
on everything, leaving on our tent canvas ineradicable traces of their 
complete want of education. They are always Letween somebody’s legs. 
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particularly Forestier’s. l)on especially shows a marked tendency to 
go uud tako refuge there wlieu his irate master threatens to skin him 
alive. rorestier, whose equilibrium is nienaced by this unlucky 2're- 
dilection, has constantly to keep on the qid vivc iii order to repel 
the unfortunate brute, who nevertlieless persists in his endeavours. 
Porestier gets wild at last, 
and takes a violent di.slik(! 
to his tormeutor. 

From time to tiinc, 
amidst the din of packing, 
the clatter of falling boxcs, 
you hear a sound like the 
breaking of a guitar string. 

It is Marshall’s shrill, falsetto 
voice, who, in the interval 
between two yawns, treats 
us to one of those horrible 
puns with which his head 
is crammed. This weakly, 
flute-like voice of his makes 
the Arabs smile. They 
crowd round him as he lies 
in the canvas, idly stretch- 
ing out his long, lank legs, 
and seem nnxious to nscer- 
tain whether anything is 
wanting with liim. 

Harris, in all the ardour of the preparations for the journey, has his 
eye on everything, and bustles about as if it were a matter of life 
and death. Ile introduces to us a tall young fellow with a tanned 
skin, S(iuare shoulders, and sinewy limbs—Sehor Antonio, a Spaniard, 
our guide. Besides his own language he speaks .\rabic Auently, and 
cau even manage to murder a few sentences in French. It seems that 
he is an excellent shot, which augum well for keeping our larder well 
stocked with fresh meat. 
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His bitch Mitza, a pretty little animal witli a red coat, extremely 
coquettish, is already setting her cap at Don and Eover. These, like 
well-bred dogs, mindtul of their respectability, think it improper of her 
to take such liberties, abd receive her advances coldly. 

Four Arabs pack up the tents, cord the trunks, prop up the boxes, 
and put the things in order. They shout a great deal, and gesticulate 
stiil lAore. They have been engaged, together with five others whose 
arrival we are expecting, to act as muleteers and servants for the 
journeyT 

Selim, like a spoilt valet who has a pretty conceit of himself, goes 
fussing about, making plenty of noise, but doing very little work. 

A grey-haired soldier, with a parchment-like face like that of an old 
woman, arrives from the British Embassy. It is under his guidance 
that we are going to make the journey. His name is Kaid Hadj 
Mohammed, a dear old scamp, as Harris calls him, in a good-humoured, 
condescending fashion. We exchange civilities with the representative 
of the Sultan; and as our presence is quite useless, Eorestier and I 
decamp ^jriskly and retum to the town. 

In the Soul^, near the tomb of the saint, a dense crowd is gathered 
round a group of Arabs. Tbey are serpent charmers; we join the 
throng to see. Two men are squatting on the ground. One of them, 
aged, bearded, with a hang-dog face, is beating a big drum with his 
hand in a desultory fashion, and chanting in a drawling voice. The 
other, young, beardless, with a cunning look, is playing on a bamboo 
flute, with a slow melancholy rhythm. A third, tlie charmer, a tall, 
slim, bony figure, is leaping round a reed basket covered with goatskin, 
singing in a hollow plaintive tone, broken occasionally by a sharp 
piercing note like a whistle. 

His strange aspect makes a deep impression on you. His face is of 
an ascetic leanness; his high, bare forehead is strongly bulged; his 
temples decply furrowed. His sunken eyes flash with extraordinary 
briUiancy, and his small, sharp teeth, exQ*^.dingly white, gleam between 
thin, half-opened lips. The chin is roughly defined, and the projecting 
cheekbones seem bent on bursting the skin, which scarcely seems able 
to cover them. His dense black hair, reaching down to his heels. 
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completes his striking and fantastic appearance. A long blue shirt, 
clinging to his bones, sets off his spectral figure witli hard, shroud- 
like folds. 

All at once he kneels down, utters one last invocation, and 
brusquely lifting the goat- 
skin, he plunges his hand 
into the basket and takes 
out a cobra, which he waves 
in the air. He walks round 
the crowd, which recoils be- 
fore the uplifted arra round 
which tbe reptile is writhing. 

Then, returning to the centre 
of the circle, he allows it to 
crawl upon his breast, draws 
it back, twines it rouiid his 
wrists, his neck, his legs, 
puts it uiider his feet, cxcites 
it witli his wand, seizes its 
tail with his teeth, and wlien 
the infuriated creature with 
glittering eyes twists and 
writhes in a terrible luanner, 
he grasps it by tlie middle, 
aiul puts his arms, his fore- 
head, his tougue to its jaws. 

His blood streams from tbe 
repeated bites of the cobra, a ssakk cuaumki!. 

aud the crowd, charmed and 

fascinated, throws at the feet of the charmer a heap of coiipers. 

The spectacle has disgusted us. Forestier is very pale, and we make 
ofl'with all specd. Just as we are leaving the crowd, wc find ourselves 
face to face with our little scainp of a Jew; he has watched our exit, 
followed us, and does not look in the least as it he iutended to leave us. 
It is useless to dismiss hiin, he would follow us all the same. We let 
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him do as lie likes, and so H^Cis installed as our guide in spite of 
ourselves. It was written, doubtless, like everytliing that has hap- 
pened, is happeniug, and 'will happen in Morocco. Allah is great, 
Mahoraet is his prophet?, ahd Moses our cicerone. May the will of 
AHah ke done, inay Mahoniet be contented, and Moses satished! 

We wend our way bjr chance into one of the narrow roads which 
open on the “marine.” Keeping a sharp look-out, his ears well open, 
Moses divines at once our slightest wishes. Cunning as an ape, he 
djscovers in a trice the direction of our thoughts, gives them form and 
substance, and, if need be, unrave]s our doubts with the perspicacity of a 
Eed Indian. His weasel-like face, his oihciousness, and especially his 
endless garrulity, prove somewhat of a bore, but with the particular 
versatility of his race he quickly adapts himself to the situation, per- 
ceives at once what it is we most wish to see, and, with an unemng eye 
and infallible judgment, he takes us straight away to picturesque, 
charming nooks, whose originality, wealth of coljiilr, and boldness of 
outline are simply marvellous. 

Moses rises in our esteem. Tbe artful rogiie, feeling himsclf appre- 
ciated, puts on airs, assumes a louder tone, lords it over the passers-by, 
and goes beyond the bounds of discretion in his desire to give us a 
glimpse of the interior of iloorish dwellings. Pushing open a gate, 
he leads us into a small courtyard. The ground is paved witli 
Ui^stones, gleaming with water. Against a wall, opposite the gate, a 
charming fountain, ornamented with mosaics, pours its water into a 
marble basin. On the right and left are horseshoe arches, with pillars 
overlaid with tiles, in exquisite taste, opening into profound recesses, 
shrouded in semi-darkness. In the middle of the yard a colossal negio, 
with the muscles of a beast-tamer, legs and upper part of body bare, 
treads, with sharp, regular beat, a pile of linen covered with a layer of 
lather. The sun shines straight upon his shaven skull, irradiating the 
bust and the strip of cloth round his waist, leaving in the shade the 
rest of tiie body; and the light, caught by the asperities of the muscles, 
throws them into still greater relief, by the strong opposition of the 
shadows. A hoarse guttural cry accompanies each of his movenients, 
and glistening perspiration trickles down his limbs. A shapely 
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young Moor, with delicate features ‘SpA superb eyes, goes froni time to 
time to the fountain, draws water, aiid ipours it on the heap of linen 
between the legs of the colossus. The liquid spurts up in a sheaf of 
dazzling jets, falls in a shower on .the Aagstones, and tlows away in 
endless gleams of light. 

The sun falls fully on the fountain. Under its ardent touch the 
moist tiles glitter like a casket of jewels, the water in the basin sparkles 
as though it were liquid gold. 

The adolescent is resplendent in the glaiing light; his red vest, over 
his dazzling white shirt, glitters under the caress of the sun, and from 
his fine bronzed bare arms drops of water slip, like so many diamonds. 

Our entrance has neither surprised nor disturbed them. The work 
has not been interrupted for a single moment, the black washerman has 
not made one beat the less, the cadence of his monotonous cry has not 
been broken, his assistant has not ceased to pour out water at regular 
intervals, our pres^ce does not even seem to have been noticed. 

But, just as we are leaving, the youth casts upon us an enigmatical 
look, and then with a smile turns to the negro, who, without inter- 
rupting his operations, cyes us for a moment, and gives a bestial laugh, 
while his conipanion glances at Moses with withering contempt and 
addresses him in Arabic. The latter,» suddenly losing all his self- 
possession, retires quickly, quite crestfallen, but as soon as he has 
got into the street he recovers his former audacity, and retaliates with a 
vile epithet in rrench, which he launches at his quondam hosts, and, 
shutting the gate violently, prudently takes refuge behind us. 
reprimand him sharply, and give him strict injunctions to abstain, in 
our presence at least, from such intemperate language, or else we 
shall at once send him about his business. This alternative makes 
him turn grave, and he lags behind us with a sheepish air. But soon 
regaining his old efirontery, he takes the lead once more, protesting 
that he is going to show us a very curious sight, so we perforce must 
follow in his wake. 

We reach ere long the bottom of a horrible blind alley. Dead 
bodies of animals, half buried in rank slime, are slowly putrefying. 
Dense vapours, too heavy to rise, hover over the ground, corroding the 
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walls, the bases of which, undermined by perpetual leaking, eaten by 
acrid and violent ferment, rotten by penetrating moisture, disaggregates, 
crumbling away bit by bit in viscous masses, leaving enormous gaps, 
that harbour noisome creatures. 

The two side walls tower sheer aloft. Without doors, without 
windows, without a single opening of any kind, they rise, menacing, 
austere, gloomy, and their straight unbroken ridges cut in the sky above 
a dazzling square of blue. Not a sound, not a living being, nothing! 
Nothing but the slow, silent, eternal work of this putrefaction! We 
hesitate a moment whether to go on. The cold of this dungeon strikes 
us with a chill, we feel our hearts failing us in tlie midst of these 
abominable exhalations. 

A door opens—a door so faded, so old, so worn, that it could not 
be distinguished from the wall. A white figure enveloped in a ha^ 
appears and steps out, skirting the walls, gliding noiselessly. The 
spectre passes close by us, its eyes fixed, as if absorbed in a dream. The 
emaciated face has a livid complexion, the hands are as thin as a 
skeleton’s. It vanishes at the corner of the street. We shudder when 
the walking corpse grazes us on its way. This phantom, wrapped in 
its winding-sheet, must surely be the spook that haunts these spots. 

It is one of the customers, a haschich-smoker, IMoses tells us ; and 
continuing on a few steps in front, he enters the jdace that the 
mysterious figrrre has just left. He reappears almost immediately, and 
beckons us to follow. 

We have to stoop in ordcr to get through the doorway. We find 
ourselves in a narrow passage, damp and gloomy, then enter a low 
yaulted room with ogival arches resting on square pillars. A grey, 
diffused light frora some source or other Clters through a few apertures, 
dimly illuminating the centre of the room, leaving the other parts in an 
opaque shade. At the farther end a stove in a sort of alcove, cut in the 
thickness of the wall, throws faint red gleams on the bony head of an 
Arab. He is minding the fire, on which a copper colTce-pot simmers. 
A mastaba runs along the walls, hung with coloured mats. Similar 
covers are spread on the trodden earth-floor, and lanterns are suspended 
from the vaulted roof. In one corner there is in the shadow a group of 
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musicians, and in the middle of the room, Arabs lying, sitting, 
squatting, are smoking and drinking tea, coffee, and raki. Their 
slippers are ranged in a circle round them. A bluish vapour with a 
strong, pungent odour fills the room, and gathers up in a dense cloud 
underneath the ceiling. 

There is in this Arab music something sweet, primitive, and 
savage, which deeply affects the mind. It is always that eternal 
repeating the same motif, always this slow rhythm, this plaint 
monotone, interrupted now and again by a sort of long, sharp, har- 
rowing cry. It strangely grates upon you at first, as something 
abnormal, monstrous, and incomprehensible. But the anxiety produced 
by that unknown thing passes, your ear gets accustomed to the sounds, 
to the low measured echo of the darahoulcs, to tbe wails of the viol, to 
the rasping of tlie gimbry, and you are plunged into a state of pro- 
found peace, of intense repose, where the benumbed thought hovers 
between dream and reality. It is the very same feeling of soothing and 
rhythmic listlessness as is produced by the cadenced noise of the waves 
splashing on the shore, by the stampede of a troop of wild horses, by 
the incessant buzzing of myriads of insects on a warm summer’s day. 
It is like a faded vision of events dimly seen in bygone years, an 
echo of far-off things once understood but now forgotten, of which 
our minds through ages should have relained a vague idea, and of 
whicli we should be vividly reminded by th,ese artless, early, and 
barbarous souuds, as they touch unknown chords, and produce that 
unspeakable feeling so full of a strange savour, of such a sweet 
melancholy—the appeal of the past to the present. 

They serve us with cofFee. We watch with curiosity the group of 
smokers, waited on by a servant, who fills the pipes and lights them with 
a brand. An old grizzled Arab is rolled up'4n wool and muslin; he has 
a face of a greenish, waxen tinge. His hollow eyes, his dull look, have 
a fixed and icy expression; the pupil is largely dilated. A slight foam 
oozes from his half-parted lips, which move spasmodically. He skokes 
with his hand an effeminate iigure seated at his side. The eyes of this 
delicate and pallid youth glare like carbuncles; he sways to and fro with 
a nervous, rapid movement, as he nestles with feiine undulations to the 
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okl luan. Giadually a lijiht llush ajtjKairs on his livid cheeks, white foani 
fringe 3 his discoloured lijis, his e)’es roll in their sockets, aml a sjiasni 
shakes hiin froni head to foot. With a jiiercing cry he suddenly throws 
himself back, and his head strikes the lloor with a thud. Two Aralis 
lift liiin uj). lle is as rigid as a corjise. 
They lay liini in a corner of the rooni, 
wijie his lijis, hathe his teinjdes, and 
throw a covering over his hody. Two 
others lie at full leiigth near hiin. 
Ilis neighbour, a hideous negni with a 
bloated face and hloodshot eyes, starts 
uj) all at once as if inipelled hy a sjning. 
With his arnis jiressed to his sides, his 
head bent forwanl, his luouth wide 
ojien, he l>cgins one of those lewd, rude, 
savage danees jieculiar to hlack peojile. 
With his naked foot lie beats the groiind, 
marking time violentlywith his heels. At 
the .sight of him tlie orchestra, getting 
e.xcited, eiiijiliasise the nieloily and jilay 
011 in (juicker time. The gestures of 
the liacehaiial become uiore rajiid, liis 
breathing heavier, his voice hoarser; 
and in the rumbling of tlie tlarulH/ida, 
tlie harrowiug sounds of the yimhnj, 
the laments of the viols, amid this 
acrid vaj)our which grows densor 
and denser, among the.se motioiiless 
smokers, tliese bodies sliff and stark stretched on the lloor, tlie liorriljle 
creature continues his inlernal dance. 

Soon light froth gathers round his lijis, his features shrivel iip 
frightfully, aiid he jiauses a moment, one second, his limhs absolutely 
rigid, without a tremor. Xot a muscle moves, not a sigh escajies froni 
his clo.scd lijis, not a breath coines from his swolleii chest. lle looks as 
if suddenly he had turned into a statue. lly and by he returns to 
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life, moves once iiiore, the iniisic takes np a softer, calmer strain. His 
legs are tightly pressed together, and the npper part of the body 
remains still, oidy his hips sway with lascirions o.scillations of a 
Yolnptuons slowness. The music accelerates the time, the movement of 
the hips is transformed into a strong trejjidation of the lower limbs, 
strained by iierce convulsions. Abnndant foam issues from his 
mouth, and his chest, streaming with perspiration, qnivers with a hoarse 
rattle. All at once he rnshes with a yell on an Arab, and the two roll 
on the gi’ound in a horrible embrace, nttering wihl imprecations, and 
panting furionsly. "We then liastily retreat, having no desire to witne.ss 
the end of the i)erformance. 





CArE SPARTEL. 


OeMeh, 'Ih Janunry. 

Wb are going to set ont to-day. Evfcr since tlie morning there ha.s l)een 
a deafening liurry-scurry in conveying our luggage froin the hetel to 
a narrow lane hard by, where it is piled up in huge loads on the hacks 
of a dozen stubborn mules, which kick, bitc, whinny, treading the whilo 
on the bare toes of the porters hard at work, and on our traps lying on 
the ground. 

Now and again, when a savage blow takes thc skin off their bones, 
or re-opens a halMiealed wound, a painful shudder runs llirougli their 
wretched frames, wrinkling their hardened and callous skin ; and when a 
last bale, added to an incalculablo number of otlier things, makes their 
leau backs crack and bends tlieir sinewy legs under them, there comes 
fiom beneath the.se heavy unbalanced burdens, under which they almost 
disappear, a faint mournful nioan, like a humau wail of anguish. 
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The muleteers shout and jostlc one another like lunatics. They 
dart in and out between the beasts and the strange medley of packages, 
receiying a kick from a bewildered horse, from a vicious mule a hite 
which tears off a hit of flesh along with a portion of the garment. 
Their hare feet are hruised hy the hoofs of the animals and the falling of 
the imperfectly strapped hoxes. Their hands are torn hy the rough iron 
fastenings; the projecting nails graze off the skin of their bronzed arms 
streaked with long red gashes. 

It is a deafening din, a fierce hullabaloo, with appeals of distress, 
piercing yells mingled with shouts of laughter. Sticks are hrandished 
and come down with a sharp thud, bare black shining arms are despair- 
ingly tossed to and fro. Some of the boxes slip as they are hoisted up, 
only to fall again, are caught in their descent, and finaUy are corded on 
the packs in rough-and-ready fashion, hy means of a marveUous pro- 
fusion of old worn-out ropes and rotten leather thongs. 

A ring of beggars encircles us, brushing us with their loathsome 
rags and importuning us with their piteous wails. Among these are 
blind men of fearful aspect, with hloodshot empty sockets; imbeciles 
eaten up with gangrene, with livid face and dull eyes; madmen with 
glaring orbs fuU of despair, muttering incessantly the name of AUah; 
crippled and maimed wretches, who display frightful ulcers and thrust 
hideous stumps from beneath the folds of their iilthy burnooses. 

This motley crowd of mendicants emits a nauseous, sickening odour. 
A handful of small coins, a few cuAs from Selim, and some forcible 
objurgations from Aiitonio at last widen the circle, and the arrival of 
the Kaid, who tickles the shoulders of the refractory ones with a knotted 
thong, hnally compels the unlucky wights to take to Aight. 

Gradually—it is impossible to say how—all this hubbub is hushed. 
From time to time, one of the beasts of burden, foUowed by its driver, 
emerges with difficulty from the confused mass. Another foUows, then 
comes the last, closing our marching column; and all our camping stock, 
trunks, boxes and so forth, slowly disappear and wind out of the town. 

It is our turn now. Selim is at hand with our mounts. Eorestier 
seizes upon a big, stilT, sullen white mule. I get astride my own, a 
plucky little grey one of medium size, with a good-natured look about 
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h^. Marshairs is grey also, but somewhat adyanced in years aiid with 
sly eyes. To Brooks’s share—the ineffable Brooks—falls a small black 
mule with mangy patches all over his coat. Antonio has got hold of a 
neat, spruce, coquettish little creature with a glossy coat, and perches 
himself briskly on the top of some rugs and two or three bags ci'ammed 
full. In apit^ of this additional burden the sturdy little beast does not 
appear the least disconcerted. Ingram and Harris rejoice in horses. 
Carlton, a friend of Harris’s, who was born in the country and speaks 
Arabic Auently, and who is to act as our interpreter, is absent from roll- 
call. He is to join us at our first camping-place. 

A few of the guests at the hotel have been watching all the prepara- 
tions for our departure. Some of them, who have just returned from the 
place where we are going, profifer their advice; othem who are about to 
take tlie same route listen with ears wide open. We shalce hands, bid 
each other good-bye, and away we start. 

The cavalcade moves on: the Kaid, muffled up in a blue hooded 
burnoose, leading the way with gun across his saddle-bows; Korestier, 
Marshall, and I in the centi'e; Ingram and Harris on the Aanks. 
Antonio and Brpoks bring up the rear. Don, since he no longer has 
F9restier’s legs to take refuge under, plays pranks among the mules; 
while EpyOT, with a great calm and much dignity, trots behind his 
‘master’s‘ horse with his nose in the air. Mitza bark.s merrily as she 
Irisks here and there. 

Wq’ cross the Souk, following a sandy track lined by a double row 
of alo6s, cactuses, palm-trees, skirted by villas, at the windows of which 
«the heads of some inquisitive ones appear. 

Ere long we pass the last villa. The busby hedge is repla^ed by n 
few spai'se shnibs with ever-widening spaces between them. The track 
is lost in the fields, the sand is changed into ploughed land, and our 
mules sink knee-deep in a yellow glutinous soil. 

We cross streams deeply embedded between steep sli])pery banks; 
our mules stumble at every step, and with difihculty extricate themsclves 
from this soft tenacious clay. You must keep a sharp look-out if you 
don’t want to be pitched ofif and take a header into a layer of mud a 
couple of feet deep. 
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After great trouble in forcing on our unwilling mules. we cross tbe 
iirst and last bridge on the road to Mequinez over the Oued-al-Ihoudi 
with its bare steep banks, and we begin to climb the ascent of Cape 
Spartel, the Ampelusium of old. 

There are no highways, no roads, only faint outlines of beaten tracks, 
where the ground seems a little more trodden than in other 'places, and 
whieh intersect Onej^inother in every way. We follow them for a short 
distance, then they disappear, reappear all at once, and when we strike 
into them again a little further on, they cross and recross, diverge, are 
lost, are found again in the most fantastic manner. The slope is stiff, 
the ground furrowed by brooks which softly ripple in every direction, 
and meander along between banks of myosotis, water-cress, anemones. 

We follow the beds of these tiny streams with their endless zigzags. 
Sometimes our heads are on a level with the top of the banks, and we 
make our way along a deep and narrow guUy formed by the encroach- 
ment of the water into the crumbling soil. Now tho silyery streak 
runs almost on the surface of the ground, winding round a boulder and 
clearing a passage through a network of roots; now it hollows out its 
bed, bubbles over big white pebbles, widens into flONver-decked little 
pools, and vanishe3 suddenly, no one knows where; then a few paces 
further it breaks into sight again, joined to another brook, from which it 
diverges ere long and rushes madly on, imparting a delicious fres6ness- 
to the verdure on its banks. 

The whole of the promontory from the base to the summit is nothing 
but one immense patch of green, broken with grey Spots of bare rdefes 
with dark and jagged peaks. Their sides, worn and polished by fhĕ 
''wind an’fl rain, are speckled with scabs of lichen, of faint yeUow ochre, 
or of pale duU green. These neutral tints harmonise deliciously with 
the warm green, the soft violet colours, the hazy outlines of this dwarf 
vegetation looming in the distance, this vast fragrant carpet oven 
which the rocks raise their massive forms. 

Then there are cork-trees, dwarf palms, cherry-laurels, and here and 
there broad light violet belts of heather, extending as far as one can see 
across the hUls. 

The rose bay-trees lash our faces with their flexible boughs. The 

D 
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soil under our feet is white with ilaisies; everywhere are gentians, 
periwinkles, wild marigolds, and on all sides yiolets fill the atmo- 
sphere with perfume, mingling their delicate odour with the keen 
breeze that blows from the sea. 

With what an inward pleasure, what a robust feeling of satisfaction, 
we inhale deep breaths of this pure and 
vivifying air! 

You yield to the subtle chann of this 
solitude, of these desert tracts. You feel, as 
it were, into.\icated by this wind, passing 
laden with wild scents of llowers, of plants, 
of moist earth. You complacently quafl’ 
these salubrious odours, these invigoraiing 
brcaths that caress your cheeks, soothing your 
thoughts, bracing your nerves, imparting new 
clasticity to your muscles. 

Downwartls on my left, in n dip in the 
ground covered with heather, and commanded 
by a rocky inass, there is a tlock of goats. 
They are small, with coats spotted white and 
black. Some are browsing, others are leaping 
011 the sliarp points witli vertiginous agility, 
while two inore are butting each other furi- 
ously, On the loftiest i>cak, the goatherd, a 
youiig Anib, half naked, leaiiiiig on a long 
crook, gazes, standing in clear oiitline in the 
dark background. 

Near us passes an Arab with a huge 
bundle of wood on his shoulders. You caniiot 
perceive his body, half hidden by the bushes, you ouly scc the buiilen 
which sways to and fro, rising and falling with the unevenness of the 
road. An old woman follows him, carrying a large jar on her liead 
and some bits of wood in a coruer of her skirt. Ilcr features are hard, 
her face is wrinkled, and her forehead tattooed with a bluc cross. She 
pauses for a moment to watch us puss. 



SHKPHKItn. 




GEBELEH. 


35 


We now reach the crest of the plateau. From there the view is 
imposing. The immense Atlantic, of roseate blue, striated with broad 
bands of a glaucous green, stretches away unbounded. bTot a sail, not a 
bird, not a living creature, nothing.. .the inhnite, and to the horizon 
the blending of sky and water, emphasising still more the redoubtable 
impression of unlimited space. In the azure of a soft blue sky, with 
warm palish hues, the sun’s red orb, like an enormous ruby, radiates in 
the splendour of its eternal majesty, kindling the ether with its endless 
rays of light. Euddy gleams glide o’er the waters, sparkle on the rocks, 
flash in sheets of gold and purple on the gigantic cliff which seems 
as though carved in a colossal and resplendent block of bronze. From 
the depths below a hoarse unceasing roar resembling a Titan’s com- 
plaining, rises like a dire menace, a challenge thrown to man’s audacity 
to advance farther. 

Behind us is unfolded the panorama of Tangier, shelving down to the 
sea, with its white houses, quite rosy now under the last gleams of the 
setting sun, and down below, far away, are the vapoury blue summits of 
the Djebel-Habib and of the mountains of Tetouan. On our left lie the 
straits studded with vessels, and the coast of Spain, of a soft violet tint, 
so pale, so light, so diaphanous, that it almost confounds with the skies. 

The sea breaks on the rocks, six hundred feet below us. On the left, 
behind a clump of trees, the lighthouse comes in sight. 

Half-way up the hill we find a path cut in the precipitous cliff. It 
winds in a slight declivity, broken, furrowed, and cut by streamlets, 
pools,‘and miry marshes. In some places a wide open gap leave5 
scarcely a foot of passage for our mules ; it is a part of the road which, 
undermined by waters, gave way, and has slipped into the sea. Trom 
time to time you hear a dull rumble followed by prolonged echoes; it 
is the rolling of a loose rock, a landslip, the falling of an uprooted tree 
And all these are crumbling in the deep, engulfed in the voracious abyss 
that absorbs everything.' 

There is a great charm in this narrow track swept by thfe sea-breeze3 
this tiny bridle-path lined with Aowers, ferns, cork-trees, tos'4 bay-trees 
cactuses, gum-trees, with its ever recurring glimpses of the Atlantic. 

On arriving on the esplanade of the lighthouse, we overtake our 
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men, who have halted here for a short s])ell. They start again with 
Antonio and the Kaid, while we enter the ^loorish courtyard of the 
lighthouse, where we take coffee in the keej)er’s lodge. Tliere we find 
the hotel guide, who is piloting somc tourists. We sluike hands, 
swallow our coITee, light our cigarettes, and mount our mules again. 
The wind has fre.shened; at the foot of tlie lighthouse the waves are 
dashing loudly against the shore. 

The path lias now disappeared. In doscending the cliff, to go on thc 
beach, we have to make our way over rocks, steep sloj^es, loose st^nes, 
muddy soil. The ineline is so abmpt that my head almost touches the 
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back of my mule. The slijis are fre(juent; thc boiists hesitate a long 
time before putting their feet on the ground, and stumble at every step. 
After running the risk of breaking our necks a liundred tinies, after 
prodigious feats in maintiiining our equilibrium, and thanks to endless 
precautions, we ultimately reach the beach with all our limbs iutjict. 

The evening draws on, the sky gets overcast, a storm is brewing, so, 
pressing on our beasts, we cross two or three fords, then turning sliarply 
to the left wc agaiu climb the cliff along a geutle rise. A few drops of 
raiii begin to fall, the clouds burst, tho rain lashes our facc3 for a few 
minutes and then j)asses olf. All at once from the top of a mound we 
seo, lesa than lifty yards from us, in a hollow, our men preparing to 
pitch the tents. The mules, tethered, are muncliiiig their provender, while 
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tlie old Kaid, Hadj Mohammed, is giving orders from his horse and 
rating his men. We are at the end of the iirst stage, at Gebeleh. 

Two tents are already in position. A pole to which canvas is fastened 
rises, erected and kept in position by vigorous hands. The wind swells 
the canvasV'which flaps against the mast with heavy thuds like a sail 
being' set; the men draw the cords, bend the stuff, they fasten the 
halyards to the pegs driven into the soil, and here is one more tent 
pitched. 

Ih a trice our little canvas town, quite white on the carpet of green 
grass, raises its pointed roofs, displaying Kke slender gossamer its net- 
Vork of cords which £asten it to the ground and protect it against the 

* ,frolies of the wind. 

Here is the tent occupied by Brooks and Antonio, the store-rooms, 
,'where the provisions and the kitchen utensils are already deposited. 

' In front of it, in a hole in the earth about a foot square, a kettle 

* simmers over a charcoal fire: that’s our cooking range. Near there 
is the tent shared by Harris and Carlton, a tent of miniature size, with 
a double roof, a card folded in two. Everything is most scrupulously 
arranged inside. The fioor is covered with a thick Smyrna carpet, on 
the bed is displayed a large cloak of black bear-skin, 

A little farther off, alongside the row of mules, is the tent of irregular 
shape, occupied by our Arabs. The brown camel-hair rugs with black 
stripes which are thrown over the mules, to protect their loads from the 
rain, are used as mattresses by the men, while the pack-saddleS serve 
them for pillows. 

A pretty round tent of green waterproof material shelters Eorestier, 
Ingram, Marshall, and myself. On the hooks round the centre pole 
hang our guns, our cartridge-bags, our hats, in fact everything that can be 
disposed of in that way. Kear the pole stands a deal table, and pn the 
table a lantern. On mats thrown on the ground, our beds are arranged 
in a circle, round the tent. They consist of stout canvas stretched 
on a wooden frame that can be taken to pieces. Ingram and Eorestier 
are installed in the back of the tent, while Marshall and I are located on 
each side of the entrance, 

Our trunks, portmanteaus, boxes, gun and carlridge cases, in short 
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all our traps, are collected there. Tliey serve us in turns as seats, as 
tables, as a bulwark against the wiiul, and, when neeessary, as uedges 
and props fOr our betlsteads. I5y the side of our couches there is a 
litter of bags, boots, shoes, slippers, sun-shades, easels, sketch-books, 
colour-boxes .... 

Tlie night is fine, the air bahiiy, alinost sultry. In the distance tlie 
sea is lit by the moon. The Arabs ai-e in their tent; you can hear 
their shouts, their laughter, their songs, and the shrill notes of the 
(j/imbri/. There’s a gleam of light shining ^rom Antonio ’3 tent. Jly 
compauions slowly drop oIT to sleep one nfter the other. I5efore Ibllow- 
ing their example, I leave the tent for a inoment, to enjoy the view of 
the slumliering camp, undcr the starlit sky, lulled to rest by the far- 
off sounds from thc sea. 

AU the noises have ceased, all the lights have lieen put out; a deep 
silence reigns everywhere. Across the opening of our tent the Kaid is 
lying, his gun by his siile, and his sabre within reach of his haud. 

At last I .slip into bed. A wliite woollen rug ornamented with red 
tufts serves me as a blanket; over that a folded carjiet of Ilabat coarse 
wool, with orange, lemon-coloured, and criule green strijies, jirotects me 
from the cool air. A waterproof bag containing clothes and linen does 
duty for a pillow. Korer is lying at my feet, his head resting ou my 
couch. From the ground covered with llowers eomes the sweet scent of 
thyme and of ferns, and I fall a.sleep with a feeling of unnlloyed com- 
placence, amid this traiuiuillity of the night, this pure air, these retresh- 
ing, uutainted odours. 






AI.OSC TIIK ATKANTTC SIIUIIK. 


Li thc GJiarhiah, 8th January. 

At seven o’clock \ve are awakened by the Kaid. \Ve quickly leap 
oiit of bed and dress in all haste. lJefore we have tinie to stretch 
our linibs, put on our boots, and strap .our belts round our waists, 
our quarters are invaded with a treniendous din, pulled down, corded, 
Ijorne off, and there we are left, in the midst of our beds and our 
baggage, to hnisli, under the open sky, the toilet we had begun under 
the tent. 

A film of frost covers the stiff blades ot grass. Ingram, buried 
under a heap of blankets, and closely oncased in a Yoluminous fur cloak, 
first pokes his nose out, then his head, opeus one eye, then the other, 
aud scenting in the air some moist vaixnirs, he suddenly divest3 hiniself 
of his hairy sheath, and rushes out stark naked, to the bewilderment of 
everybody. He had got wind of a spring close by, and guided by his 
infallible amphibious instinct, he darted a hundred yards away to a pool, 
about four feet square, plunged into it with glee, and, after dabbling 
about a momeut, with grunts of intense satisfactiou, he was coming 
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i running back besmeareil witli mucl from hcad to foot, but clianned with 
the unhoped-for lu.xury of a clean bath! 

Ingram must certainly have had seals or wild ducks among his 
forefathers, and has doubtless succuml>ed to some irresistible suggestion, 
yielded to some imperious law of atavism. 

Brooks brings the tea, which is served on a bo,x. We have scarcely 
rlrained our last cup and crunched our last biscuit ere our makeshift 
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Everj’thing has bcen folded, rollcd up, and packed with straps, cords, 
aud ropes, amid recriminations and disputing, and away tlie baggagc 
goes on the backs of the mules down towanls the beach, while we sct 
out to visit thc Caves of Hercules a few yanls oH’ 

Eollowing a prctty saudy path windiug amid groves of cork-trces, 
beds of thyme and asphodels, we arrive in about twenty mimites at thc 
solid gromid in front of the grottoes. The entrance is narrow and low. 
You are obliged to stoop to get in, and you proceed along a roughly 
inclining passage cut in the rock, which leads into the interior. 
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A fe\v wretched-looking Arabs in rags are moving silently abont 
like spectres. They earn tbeir living by cutting millstones. Tlie elleet 
produced by the innumerable round boles formed by tbe extractiou of 
tbe stones is very odd, and gives tbe cavern a somewbat fantastic 
appearance. 

From tbe wide gap opening on tbe Atlantic, liko a fonnidable 
framework of stone, you perceive 
tbe dazzling mass of waters; and 
in tbe gulf beneatb monstrous 
billows surge, raised witb a 
terribc force, rusbing on tbe 
rock, on wliicb they break witb 
a sinister crasb, recoiling in 
sprays of foam. And eacb time 
the clitr trembles, sbaken to its 
very foundations. 

And it will be ever tlms; 
always in tbe black sbadows of 
nigbt, tbe wbito mists of dawn, 
in the fierce brigbtness of noon- 
tide, tbe faint baze of twiligbt; 
amid tbe raging storms and jiro- 
found calm ; at every moment, 
at every bour, incessantly, for 
ever! tbe restless sea, witb its 
tenacious rancoum, will wage 
its inexorable war, uttering its 
fearful wail, giving vent to its 
mad fury, ceaselessly undermining tbe rock, until tbe day when, sapped 
at its base, tbe gigantic stones must fall vanquisbed into tbe abyss ! 

We reacb the beacb down tbe clill'. The descent is dangerous, along 
tlie almost perpendicular slope, tbrougb sbarp ridges, cactuses, inex- 
tiicable network of busbes and roots, over soil giving way under tbe 
feet of tbe mules. 

At ^^lengtb we are down below ou tbe sands. Tbe sbore seems to 
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stretch away to an endless distance, and we look like very pigmies. 
The sea, so powerfully majestic from the top of the cliff, loses suddenly 
its commanding amplitude, and seems surprisingly dwindled, when seen 
from this spot. Besides, the aspect of the landscape has completely 
changed. On our right are low-lying downs, covered with dwarf palms. 
At their foot, in downward lands, a series of pools lie in a long string 
parallel with the sea. In trying to cross these stagnant waters to get 
on the sand-hills I nearly disappeared in the quicksand, together with 
my mule, who already had sunk in above the knees, and it w'as with 
•great difBculty that I succeeded in extricating myself from those 
treacherous waters. 

Far in front of us the caravan proceeds slowly, led by the Kaid. 
On the yellow sands, glittering in the sun, it looks like a huge saurian 
laboriously moving under its carapace. We stop a moment at the 
foot of the sand-hills, dismount and partake of a light lunch, hard- 
boiled eggs, sandwiches, and potted meat, washed down with a glass of 
whisky. Ingram and Marshall leave their beasts to Selim, who is in 
attendance. He remains with Eorestier and I, careering about on 
Ingram’s horse, and they set off to shoot across the hills, but keeping in 
sight of the caravan. Djebel-Tarik, one of the muleteers, goes with 
them, beating the bushes and ^howing them the way. 

Carlton, who joined us last evening, engages in mad races with 
Harris, and when, swift as the wind, they rush headlong past us, 
our sleepy mules awake with a start, and, seized with fright, dash 
right and left, galloping furiously after the two centaurs, only alas! 
to come to a dead halt, at the end of a few minutes, and then to 
indemnify themselves, for this unwonted speed, by an exasperatingly 
slow pace. 

Towards two o’clock we rejoin the caravan which has halted on the 
banks of the Tsaha Dartz. The two Nimrods are already there. 
Ingram, rather crestfallen, has returned with an empty bag; Marshall 
has shot a plover. That’s not much for a beginning. 

The sky has become overcast; the sca has assumed a leaden hue. 
The yellow waters of the river ripple under the lash of the wind which 
is blowing right against the current. To cross the stream there are two 
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old shaky boats; it is in these that we are going to convey to the 
opposite bank men, beasts, and baggage. 

The mules are unloaded. The men pile in the skiffs all that can get 
into them, and even more. Ingram, Harris, and I leap into one. We 
wedge ourselves where we can, between the boxes, the trunks, the 
bags, the tent canvas, all of which have been heaped up pell-mell. The 
tottering mass threatens every moment to topple over, and to give us a 
ducking in the muddy water. Two Ai-abs, the ferrymen, row vigorously, 
but still keeping up on water a squabble they had begun on terra Jirma. 
They will continue it when they recross the stream, and won’t leave olT* 
until their parched throats prevent them from uttering one word more. 

We have to contend with a surge, with eddies, and a strong current 
towards the open sea. The water flows every moment over the gun- 
wales, which are on a level with the stream. Don and Eover swim after 
the boats. A brusque movenient on our part, an attempt of the dogs to 
get on board, a clumsy stroke of the rowers, would have capsized us at 
once. A few yards from the shore the boat strikes, bumping the ground 
heavily, which prevents our foundering, and we land, up to our knees in 
water. The other old tub, with Eorestier, Marshall, and Brooks, comes 
safe to land likewise, not without dilBculty. Two good hours are spent 
in getting the rest of the baggage and the men over the stream, the 
mules swimming across fastened to the stern of the boats. This trans- 
port is made in the midst of incessant bawling, sculHing, and wrangling 
between the ferrymen and the passengers. In order to escape this 
uproar, Porestier and I take our guns, and we bend our steps, on the 
look-out for game, towards our next camp. A fine thick rain is falling. 

Erom the top of a hiil which we have just climbed, after vainly 
beating for game, Ave catch sight of our tents, pitched half-way down. 

The sky clears a little. We make our way across the plateau. 
At the top of the highest hillock is a little lone house; Arabs are 
crouching against the walls. They rise at our approach, and our guns, 
which they examine attentively, seein to interest them far more than 
we do. Through the open door we glance into the interior. It is the 
school of the village, whose houses and tents are studded on the other 
side of the hill on which our camp is pitched, In the semi-darkness we 
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descry about a dozen lads between six and ten years of age, sitting with 
their legs crossed, and their tablets on their knees. Some are placed 
back to back ; others are tacing the wall, which they almost touch with 
their foreheads; the rest are squatting at random on the floor. They 
wobble like little bears, and recite in a nasal tone some verses from tlie 
Koran. In one of the corners of the ■room you infer rather than see 
that the schoolmaster is ensconced, an old man with a white beard. 
Armed with a long rod, he deals out summary justice to those who, 
lulled by their pendulous movements, have fallen asleep over their 
tablets, or to the irrepressible pupils who are interrupting the lesson by 
their chatter. 

Since our indiscreet curiosity seems to embarrass the venerable 
'teacher, we betake ourselves off, followed by our bronzed bodyguard, who 
keep close up with us, and never take their eyes off our guns. I 
explain the mechanism to them, and their surprise becomes sheer 
stupefaction. A vuiture is whirling within shot. I bring it down, and 
while I am picking it up, they seize upon the copper socket which has 
fallea on the ground. They are now less inclined tlian ever to leave us, 
anxiously waiting with boyish anxiety for other shots to be fired, so 
that they may snatch up more spent cartridges. 

Kot far off, on a block of jnasonry, an uncovered square enclosure, 
about three or four feet high, strips of white stuff are Aoating from sticks 
fixed in the centre of tlie square. It the tomb of a worthy saint, and 
the pious Mussulmans deposit 'their offeringS there as they pass. 

A little farther away are cottages and huts with grey thatched roofs, 
and lower down on the slope, towards tlie sea, the sombre-looking tents 
of the nomads, with yellow and black stripes. Stunted trees, tecorched 
by the sun and shriveUed by the dry winds, break here and there the 
monotonous undulations of the hills. 

The view from where we stand extends to a great distance. Big 
grey clouds crawl on amid the neutral tints of a violet-hued sky laden 
with rain. In the foreground at our feetr, on the Aanlc of tho hill, our 
camp is nearly completed. A light bluish spiral smoke twisted by the 
wind rises from the camp-fire, very transparent against the heavy eky. 
Mules with their harness on are rolling about, braying with all their 
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might; others are taking to Aight, Ainging, and getting rid of their 
troublesome pack-saddles. And there are cries, shouts, yells, mingled 
■\vith the snorting of frightened horses. lluleteers are kicking, to force 
them to get up, mules wallowing on the grass; some are pursuing the 
fugitives; burnooses float in the air; bronzed arms and legs struggle 
about in the midst of a collection of white stuiTs, lighted here aud there 
i)y the scarlet spot of a fez, a patch of mauve, or a strip of an amaranth- 
coloured vest. Then calm is once again restored; the last boxes are 
stored, and the instidlation of tlie canip is completed. The Arabs 
creep under their gourhi; evcrytliing is under shelter except Brooks. 
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With his dull, thin silhouette, as melancholy as a drenched bird, he 
weaves in and out like a shuttle, between our tent and the kitchen, 
dressing the table, serving the tea, stumbling over the dwarf palms, 
getting entangled in the tent-ropes. Ou your ears fall Ingram’s 
wrathful tones. Bent on reducing his valet’s ideas to something like 
order, he but only succeeds in making him lose his head entirely, while 
Marshairs squeaky voice, like that of a talking doll, vainly implores the 
echoes for news of his Mary Ann. 

At the base of the hill, a large plain stretches in a gentle incline 
down to the .shore, covered with brushwoods of palms, cork-trees, and 
ferns of crude green, where gleam with a metallic sheen, naiTow plashes, 
tortuous ridges of water, and numerous streams llowing to the sea, aiid 
lertilising all this vegetation. Eusset cows stud with tawuy tints tliis 
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green expanse. On the right, a lake, the estuary of the Tsaha-Dartz, is 
ensconced far in the land, reAecting the leaden hues of the sky. ’ The 
margin is cut up into a multitude of capes, points, headlands, pro- 
montories. 

riat narrow tongucs of land seem like so many gigantic sword-blades 
stretched out on the water, and thousands of aguatic birds disport 
themselves on the lustreless waters, conceal themselves in the reeds of 
the shore, or soar away in great Aights with loud rustles of wings. 
On the left, in rough contrast to this carpet of emerald green, the white 
wastes of the beach extend far in the distance, and at the very end of it 
is Cape Spartel, with the bright column of its lighthouse and farther on 
the sea, a sea of molten lead. 

The rain begins again to fall. We go in our tent and sit down to 
tea. ,The water pours down in torrents, the wind also comes heavily 
into play, and in the night increases to a regnlar hurricane. 

The villagers who have been called upon by the Kaid to watch over 
us dnring the night, face without Ainching the downpour in which they 
will have to mount guard untQ to-morrow morning. Poor people! you 
hear them shouting to one another in order to keep themselves awake. 
The rain and the hail rattle on the outstretched canvas. The water 
invades our dwelling, runs in countless rills over the bare ground 
in the tent, and drops trickling down through the stulf full on our 
heads. A permeating moisture emajiates from every quarter; the wind 
comes whistling through every cranny, the place becomes bitterly cold, 
we take refuge under our blankets. 

Our shaking tent oscillates under the repeated blasts. I hear the 
Kaid hailing our men, their heavy tramp, the din of confused voices, and 
the thuds of hammers dnving in the loosened tent-pegs. Then these 
aoises die away; the drenched ropes grow tense, the canvas becomes 
stiff, the tiny kreams that flow under our beds and among our luggage 
dry up, and I fall to sleep, luUed to rest by the roar of the r£\ging storm. 

* « « 41 ♦ '« 

To-day we take it easy, and sleep through the best part of the 
morning. The weather haS cleared up; white clouds are scudding 
along like thin muslins o’er a moisty blue sky. Proin time to time the 
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sun iiierces throiigh a cloml, and under the pale golden gleam of its 
rays the green glistens, vapours rise from the heated soil, the tiny drops 
suspended from the edges of the leaves like so many diamonds slowly 
evaporate, absorhed by the sun, dried by the wind. The bushes’ over- 
taxed boughs resume their elasticity and airy shapes, and their leaves 
tlutter in the breeze with a soft and prolonged rustle. The refreshed 
Howers give forth stronger odours, the bees ensconced in the calyxes get 
intoxicated with the nectar of the sweet petals, and in the cool fragrant 
air myriads of little winged creatures, mad with life, and eager for the 
sun, swarm, whirling with endless buzzings. 



Ingram, Carlton, and Harris are goue shooting. Porestier is sketch- 
ing; Jlarshall and I, with our guns slung across our shoulders, wend our 
way towards the lake. We trudge knee-deep in the marshy soil that 
lines the banks. We can scarcely get within a couple of gunshots 
of the creeks, where vast numbera of wator-hens, snipe, ducks are 
noisily playing. In the distance a few eyots are literally covered 
with Aamingoes, looking like long rose and white veils spread oii 
the lake. 

We tear.ourselves away from this Tantalus feast, and as a last shift 
wc climb tlie hill again in the direction of the vilhige, bringing dowu a 
few larks as they rise on our way. 

A dry sandy road winds on between fielils of clover and barley. 
A peasant with a hoe on his shoulder crosses our path; a womau conies 



48 


AMONG THE MOOES. 


with a basket of e^s, and a coop of fowls; then a bigwig of the 
neighbourhood, with his son astride before hini on his mule, a fine 
mule, all decked with mauve velvet embroidered with gold; two female 
slaves, bent almost double beneath their loads, follow behiud the mule. 
This little road is lively enough, and appears weU-frequented. 

These people glance at us with a smile, but with very little surprise. 
It is impossible, in these big, unfathomable eyes, uniformly dark, in the 
calmly polite or coldly indifferent expression of these bronze features, 
to get any ch^ to the nature of any sentiments wbatsoever. Have they 
any fellow-feeling for us ? do they hate us ? or do they regard us simply 
as mere passers-by? You cannot detect the least sign beneath the 
impassible mask on these sombre faces, on these impenetrable features, 
which balBe us Hke undefinable enigmas. 

Here is the viUage, some tbirty square buts with thatcbed roofs. 
They branch ofif at a venture in every direction, buUt at hapliazai’d 
here and there, according to the caprices of the land or the whim of 
the owner. They are nearly aU of the same pattern—stone or eartb 
waUs, with mud instead of mortar, and a thatched roof, consolidated by 
treUis work, fixed on its exterior surface. A low door gives access to the 
interior, and a hole fashioned in the wall serves as a window. A thorn 
or oactus hedge surrounds the house and protects it more effectively 
than a stone waU. A pretty deep ditch, which serve3 as an outlet for 
the rain water—and as a sewer—is dug aU along the hedge outside. 

Near the houses are tumble-down conical ricks of straw, that dry 
iu the sun, rot in the rain. Primitive ploughs, that look as if they 
dated from the Creation, are on the ground amid heaps of refuse. 
Near some putrefied carcases, e^haUng horrible odoiirs, packs of surly 
dogs, with rough coats and blood-red sores, are disputing this prey,^ 
the whUe barking hoarsely, with a host of hawks and vultures. 

Close by, a mangy, worn-out ass, with scarcely a breath left in him, 
is lying on a heap of refuse, and the winged piiates and carrion crew 
are already whu-ling above him in narrower and narrowe^ circles, as if 
they were bent bn devouriqg him ahve. 

There are fowls pickii^mp grains of corn, pigeons swoopingmoisily, 
Aights of shrieking birds, and on the gables of the grey roofs, completely 
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covered with moss and lichen, silent storks with one leg bent, their 
beaks buried under the down of their wings, assist motionless and 
disdainful at these disgusting feasts, these uproarious contests. 

Here are the tents now, the tents of camel-hair, low, black, looking 
like mountain peaks seen in the distance. The thick, rough stuff, sup- 
ported inside by stakes of unequal length driven into the ground, 'bends 
with an irregularly undulating appearance, and the tops of the stalies 
make the heavy covering bulge strongly, threatening to slit it at every 
moment. Coarse pieces of cloth, strips of old mats, are Dver the parts 
worn through by the rain, wind, inclemency of weather. The whole 
structure has been rent by last night’s squall, and reeks with thick 
damp fumes. 

On the thorn bushes, which guard the approach, tattered pieces of 
stuff and patched burnooses are laid out to dry, while ugly black 
creatures clad in filthy grey rags are bu.sy in the enclosure, amid the 
broken remains of pots, of pitchers, with which the soil is strewn. 
Tiny, spindle-legged, knock-kneed children, full of vermin, with pot- 
bellies, bleared eyes, roll in the mud and dirt, of which they rise 
horribly besmeared. With precocious perversity, in order to amuse,they 
exert themselves unto belabouring with bundles of thorny twigs the nose 
and eyes of a wretched, rawboned goat tetlj^ered to a stake, and the poor 
beast tugging at the rope is almost strangled in its desperate efforts to 
escape its torinentors. 

Ingram, Carlton, and Harris, more fortunate than we were, have shot 
a dozen partridges; and as the village people have brought us the 
mouna, millc, butter, flat loaves, fowls, and a huge dish of kousJcoussou, 
^ we shan’t die of hunger to-day. 

It rained so hard last night that the rivers have overflowed their 
banks. We shall stay here until to-morrow, so that the waters may 
subside and the fords be passable. 

An Arab has just oifered us a sheep. Accompanied by his wife and 
his child, he’ 'approached Ingram in a suppliant manner, and with tears 
in their eyes they all three kissed his hands, placing them afterwards on 
their breasts and foreheads, imploring him tdSise his inAuence with the 
Sheik of Arzilah to obtain the pardon of his eldest son. 
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It appears that thc latter had chased A camel that had made its way 
into his garden. The animal in its Aight had knocked down and injured 
a woman, and the owner of the garden had been held responsible for the 
accident and sent to prison. 

Ingram promises the wetched parents to do what he can to get 
their son set free, and they witlidraw, kissing his haiids, overwhelming 
him with thanks, assuring him of tlreir eternal gratitude, 

During this scene the Kaid had made all speed to slaughter and 
cut up the propitiatory victim, and naturally, to appropriate the skin, 
which he stretched on, the ground to dry, lastenmg it with pegs round 
the edges. 

The afternoon is magnidcent, and we all resign ourselves to sweet 
indoleuce. Our Arabs have Aocked together under their tent, and 
spend the time singing, smoking kif^ playing the gimbry, aud quaffing 
innumerable cups of tea and coffee. Hadj Mohammed, sitting on a 
box before the ciackling fire, is drying liis multivarious bumooses. From 
time to time he enters the tent, ferrets about, smelling the tins of 
preserves, and as soon as Brooks has turned his back he prigs a biscuit, 
‘ slips a lump of sugar—of which he is very fond—into his pocket, and 
laps, “ rubis sur Tongle,” the drops of chartreuse and whisky left in 
the glasSes. 

Brooks, who cannot bear the old soldier, and distrusts him, throws 
irate glances at him and lavishes upon him, in English, choice epithets, 
anything but Aattering. To these uugracious reAections, the representa- 
tive of the Sultan replie.s, in Arabic, with the utmost artless innocence, 
accompanying hls emphatic protestations with the most suave and 
courteous gestures, which faih however, to dupe our “ chef,” and only 
serve to augment his distrust of the too obsequious son of the Prophet. 
We get a full view of this little comedy, and we are highly amused by 
it. Antonio is helping Brooks in smoking cigarettes. 

Harris, in order to kill time, spends hours in combing lus horse’s 
tail, plaiting its mane, while Selim almost wears the beast’s ooait out by 
dint of grooihing it. 

.Ingram, stretched full length on his couch, wrapped up in his 
hearslan, is indulging in prolonged siestas. His bath yesterday 
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has procured him a nice attack of bronchitis, and he is coughing 
incessantly. ’ 

Eorestier is making studies oT mules, ou which I gaze admiringly as 
I sinoke my pipe. Carlton is playing tricks on the Kaid, who is a very 
goodnatured fellow at bottom, wcestles with him, Aoors him, and once 
he is down, rolls him like ĕ l;)ale of linen, amidst the laughter of the 
bystanders, in which his victim is lirst to join., 

A few starving dogs prowl round the camp, impudeutly snatching 
bones under th6,vely nose of Don and Eover, who view their preseuce 
with deep dissatisSactiou, and growl with bristliug coats when they 
come too near. A number of vultures keep circling aloft, with eyes 
intently fixed on the fragments from the table. One of them, 
alighting all of a sudden, was daring enough to pick up from 
between the paws of Don a scrap of meat that he was on the point 
of devouring. * 

Ever since the morning groups of Arabs, sitting at the top of 
the hill, smoke cigarettes, and keep a diligent watch on all our 
movements. 

We take a stroll on. the beach, which we find quite deserted.. 
On our return to the camp a supply of oats is just brought in for 
the beasts, who give loud neighs of deliglit at the smell of it. After 
pouring it in a large Jcoufa, the Kaid proceeds to apportion it: Ĕve 
double handfuls for each mule, The men receive the rations in a 
bag, in a piece of matting, or simply in a coruer of their burnooses. 
They manage again to find some occasion for quarrelling about the 
division of the fodder. 

After tea, Eorestier, who is quite as clever a musician as he is an 
artist, took up his violiu and played a great part of the evening. 
The Arabs kept listening to him, and we were rather curious to know 
what was the inipression that European music had made upon them. 
Selim on being questioned replies that with time and application 
Eorestier will certainly be able to play the gimhry as well as an* Arab. 
Our friend expresses the very great pleasure he feels on hearing that 
perchance, one day, he will succeed in playing this melodious instrument 
with a fair amount of skill, aud Selim complacently adds that the 
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consummate virtuoso, wlm fiUs tUcir lcisure hours with Jelight, 
surely pleased to gi\-e Wm a few lessons and to unveU the 
Arabic music, for which Porestier assures him that he is pro*®'' 
grateful. 







AU/.IhAll. 


Ayzihtht iOth Jauuary, 

At eleveii o’clock tliis ninrniiig, under a radiant sk)', we struck our 
tents. We follo\v tlie heach for a fe\v ininutes, then, hetaking ourselves 
to terra fimia again, \ve attain the suniniit of a proniontory wliere we 
halt near some lloman ruins. At the base of the hill the river Ghreeta 
Ilows into the sea. We havo to wait untH the tide ebhs still further, in 
order to get across. Gn the opposite hank, a number of people are 
waiting with the same object. 

Carltou and Harris set out to reconnoitre and have a look at the 
strangers. An Arah lirst ailvances, leeling his way with a pole; thcy 
then follow and wade across, with the watera reaching to the saddles. 

Hroni here we get a full view of the surrounding landscape. 
Straight away in front of us Arzilah in the far off lies gli.stening in tho 
sun, and at our leet the ri\'cr ripples with gleanis, and its metallic tones 
come out in stroug contrast to the glowiug yellow of the .sand acims 
which the river, after a sharp turn, iioura its waters into the sea. On 
the left, edged by high perpendicular clitTs crowned with houses here 
_jind there, stretches a succession of mai-shes and lagoons, through which 
the Ghreefa wiuds with eudless turns anil twists. 

Carlton retunis, Ieaving Ilarris behind with the people of the other 
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caravan, witli whom he happens to be acquainted, and also Ingram,^ 
who accompanied him. An Arab brings back their liorses, which we 
mount, and. we ford the stream in tums. The mules and the baggage 
will be brought over when the sea has ebbed enough. We greet the 
strangers, to whom Harris introduces us; a burly Englishman with a 
red hice and yellow hair, a type of his race; his wife, a charming young 
blonde; and his companion, a Spaniard with an olive complexion. We 
partake of a light lunch while waiting for the rest of the caravan. 
Harris chats with the Mends whom chance has sent across his path, 
and plays the cavalier to the young wife. 

When the last mule has passed over, we take leave of thc travellers 
and continue our journcy. Harris and Carlton begin again on the 
beach their scratch races. Ingram follows their example. The sumpter 
mules fly ofi' in every direction, the muleteers set up a clamour, and 
there is a regular stampede. Thc mules on which we are riding, 
infected by the general example, prick their ears, lower their heads, and 
indulge in all sorts of fancy tricks, wliich are a sad menace to our 
equilibrium. Eorestier kecps his eyes well open, and Arinly grips the 
saddle with his knees. This moruing the girth of his mule broke 
during a gallop, and he was deposited on the sand, happily unhurt, 
while liis lightened steed scampered off at the top of his speed and 
was caught with some diiTiculty by Harris and Carlton, who had set 
off in pursuit. 

We are getting near Arzilah: you can now distinguish its crenelated 
walls. Making our way in front of the main body of the caravan, 
we gallop after the horsemen, who had started before us, at full speed, 
and arrive after half-an-hour’s mad race at the foot of the town 
ramparts. 

While the tents are being put up, Ingram and Mar.shall run out in 
quest of game. Harris, Eorestier, and I pay a visit to Arzilah, the Zelia 
of the Carthaginians, who were the lirst to establish factories there; 
then the Constantia Zelis of the Romans, captured by the Goths, 
destroyed by the English, rebuilt by Abd-er-Khaman, Caliph of Cordova, 
afterwards taken and fortified by the Portuguese, and finally fallen 
under the power of the Moors. 
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.Snrroumled hy ihe .still imposing zone of its old, ruinous grey 
ramparts, covered with lichen that preys upon them, the ancient town, 
80 often captured and recaptured, is (puetly dying away in the jtroud 
sepulchre of its lofty decayiug walls, corroded at the base, its einhattled 
•suinmits (irowned with plants aud Imshes, perforated with wide gaps, 
sjdit witli deep hssures, the haunt of yipers and the ahode of heasts of 
prey. About fifteen hundred 
Mo(jrs and .Tews give a semblance 
of aiiimation to the pl.ace, aiid 
oarry on sonie slight tratric, which 
decreases every day. The time is 
iiot very far distant when the 
\ultures will hover ahout the 
crumhled towers, wlien tlie yelp- 
ing of tlie jackals will fill the 
silence of its ruins, when the 
(lwarf palms will strike root 
where its white terraces werc 
stamliug, aml tho herdsman will 
drivo liis goats to hrowse wherc 
the high walls raised their menac- 
ing fronts. And he will crusli 
heneath liis bare feet tlie stalks 
of wild ilowers, unconscious of 
the fact that a dead town is 
lying there, under the soil whicli 
he is treading, that his ancestors 
livcd tliere, and Xature, in her slow and ceaseless toil, will have 
retaken froni m.an wliat inan has wrested from her. 

We take cofl(!e with the English consul, a cunning son of Isr.ael, 
most allahle and polite to e.xcess, one of Harris’s numerous acipiaint- 
ances ; then we stroll about the town. 

What pestilent strects! a hlack sewer full of foul things emitting 
abominable smells, running along dilapidated walls, hideous sliops, with 
pendant, dislocated weather-boaids. AVe tack along the walls, clinging 
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to the fastemngs of the shops, to every projection and cavity, \vherevei 
we can get any support, in order to avoid coming into contact with 
this horrible hlth. As we thus proceed, in single file, along the goats’ 
track, we have now and then to niake some trying dead halts, when 
coming face to face with a pedestrian from the opposite direction. We 
glare at him and he at us, with suppressed rage, and obstinately cling to 
the wall, anxiously waiting till the one wdio is in tlie greatest hurry, 
shall take the outer side, and, wdth the utmost precaution, skirt round 
the other, running the risk of being stretched his full length in this 
putrefaction. It generally happened that we were the most eager to get 
on, and we thought ourselves ver)' lucky if at such critical junctures a 
passing mule or a prancing horse didn’t splash us from head to foot 
with this black and fetid mud. 

It is incredible what things there are in this street, in this canal 
rather, this “cloaca maxima!” .... and all the streets in Arzilah 
are like this, and all the streets in the towms in lilorocco are like those 
of Arzilah, and all the towns in the East are like the towns in Morocco. 
What dou’t you find there! carcases, wegetable refuse, animal ordure, 
old rags, loathsome pallets swarming with vermin, broken furniture, 
disjointed cages, blocks of stone. It is, in fact, the “ tout a Tegout ” in 
the strictest sense of the word,, 

And these things will remain tliere for days, montbs, years, until 
the wood rots, the vegetables putrefy and return to tlie soil, until the 
shreds torn from the carcases shall disappear in the maws of the 
vultures. And when the broiling sun will havo dried up these marshes, 
calcinated these bones, what remains will turn to dust under the hoofs 
of mules and the tramp of human feet. 

Then other carrion w’ill fill the road, other stinking lakes with 
reeks and refuse will be formed in the rainy seasons, and the sun and 
the birds of prey will again begin their work, will clean these Augean 
stables. And it will be ever tlius as long as the East wUl be in the 
hands of tlie Orientals. 

We turn into latei’al lanes, which lead, after endless windings, to the 
rampatts. The view of the sea is resting to our eyes after these loath- 
some sights, and the fresh breeze soothes our fainting hearts. 



ARZILAH. 


57 


Women, coming out of kennel-like hovels, draw back at once, 
terrihed at the sight of us, aiid di.sappear indoors, shoutiug and shaking 
their iists at us. 

Through the crevices of tlie worm-eaten doors we see on bastions, 
invaded by brambles, old rusty cannon lying buried in the grass, 
others lopsided on broken-down carriages, cast-iron balls coated with 
tar scattered over the ground. The Sultan’s artillery makes a good 
show, indeed, and is kept in a nice condition ! 

A crowd of funny little bronzed urchins follow us at a distance with 
malicious curiosity. As good little Mussulmans, they treat us like 
dogs of Christians, and some throw stones at us, which fall short of 
their mark. 

Some lean cats with bristling russet coats jump into the plashes, 
pursued by half-naked lads, and disappear into some wide-mouthed 
holes. 

Dirty Jews with smooth, glossy hair, black skull-caps fastened on 
by a check handkerchief, brush by us with squinting eyes, clad in their 
ragged, patched robes of faded blue, and a musty smell escapes from 
under those sordid tatters. 

A donkey bars our way. It is all skin and bone, and is gazing 
sadly into space, his head resting on thg, parapet of the wall with an 
expression of suffering and indelible melancholy. At every spot where 
the bones bulge the skin is cut, and swarms of liies settle on. the naked 
flesh. Long wheals, destitute of hair, mark the place of old closed sores, 
and the body is furrowed with them. 

Poor creature! That is the reward you get for your long and hard 
services—blows, that only cease to rain on your miserable back when 
your master’s hand is so fatigued that it falls inert at his side; your 
skin hardened, tanned, and chapped by the wind, the sun, and the rains; 
ypur body littered with scars. And when your old, worn-out spine 
cracks under the burden, when your withered legs will bend in two, 
when your breath fails you, and you will fall bruised, exhausted, 
dying, still toiling, then, to help you to rise, the Arab, ruthless and 
pitiless, wiil cudgel you with might aud main, and your distended belly 
will resound from the blows like a drum, and the stick will break on 
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yoiir hardened bones; and whcn lie will soc tliat tlie ond has coine, that 
you have fallen for the last timc, that your lustreless eye is already 
gazing into the beyond, tlien with a curse he will leave you to your 
fate, and the birds of the air will finish what he has hegun, and you will 
return to non-existence froin wliich wayward destiny drew you. And unt 
one caress will have soothed tlie hitteniess of your dolorous martyrdom; 
never your limbs, tired out hy hard toil, will have found rest on a fresh 





litter; never, after a loug day’s 
journey, your empty stomaeh will 

have enjoyed the luxury of a little nourishment; and instead of 
a quiet corner to die in peaee, your ma.ster, the hard-hcarted, the 
implacable Semite, will leave yuu to ex]*ire on the .stony road, aml 
while the death-rattle is in your throat, the ialcons will jiluek your eyes 
from their orbits, the jackals will tear your iiuivering tlesh, thc noisome 
vermin will crawl into your hody hetore it has grown eold 1 

]5efore leaving the town I sketch the gate by whieh wo entered. 
Tt uow fonns a mere ai>erture, for thc stonework has heen attacked 
and destroyed on all sides. Xot a single angle is left, the tine 
ogive in the form of a horseshoe is now nothing hut a shapeless 
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curve notched all over; the two enormous leaves of the oaken folding 
door covered Avith grey dust and dried mud, are all jagged and indented 
at the bottom. 

Above the gateway, the higher portion of the wall, in which two 
loopholes are cut, projects in corbelling. A stream of clear water, that 
comes from a spriug near me, flows in fresh sheets, in numerous rills 
over the pavement, passes under tlie arch, and on the other side is lost 
to sight in theiand. 

A host of urchins at oi^ce form a circle round us, then a ring of men 
and a few curious women, who have joined the groiip to see what the 
Eoumi is doing. ISTow and again I drive off the nearest, who cramp my 
movements, and they draw back, smiling. Those who are standing next 
to me point to my sketch, and then to tlie gate with explanations, 
comments and gesticulations that never come to an end. 

The crowd increases, the new-comers gradually push the others 
forward, nntil they come close upon me. I feel their breath pass over 
my neck, and a sultry glow, an odour “ sui generis,” is emitted by all 
these bodies pressed one against the other. Before me tliere is a surge 
of pointed hoods and tiny tanned skulls, witli frisky tnfts of hair, 
stirring about with the twitching movements like those of monkeys. I 
feel a creeping sensation all over my body. Some black thiug has just 
alighted, with a click, on the vellum of my sketch-book. Oh hoiTor! it 
is a flea, a Mussulman flea, a circumcised flea, fat, plump, shining, 
accustomed to good cheer, a flea of the period before the Bhamadan, 
who, curious to get a near view of a Nazarene, has leaped down from a 
tuft of hair close by. With the point of my pencil I am making all 
haste to delicitely transfer this well-meaning visitor to its owner, when 
a second appears on the scene, theii a third, then others, then hundreds, 
whole squadrons, who come pattering on the paper like hail. My sketch 
has disappeared under the black battalions. Eendering to Csesar the 
things that are C£esar’s, I hastily give my album a good shake, scattering 
at haphazard the unwelcome guests on the tufty skulls, on the white 
hoods, it doesn’t matter where, and making our way through the crowd 
we reach the camp with alacrity, leaving these over-inquisitive parasites 
to the task of returning to their respective abodes. 
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Our camp is pitchctl ueiir the khauki ot’ a venerahle maralHmt, 
bctween the ramparts of the town aiul the sea, whosc hillows hreak 
on the shore, two hundred yaiils from our tents. I have never 
met with anything so fresh and so graeefully picturestiue as this 
hhmiha. 

Thc suu was theu very low on ihe horizon and slowly sinking in 
the sea. Its last gleams lined with a thin inirple thrend the suimnits 
of the lofty towers of Arzilah, whose somlire inasses of greyisli hlue, 
shaded with mauve, stood out in strong out^line, against an opal sky, 
over which werc Aoating light clonds of a soft ro.sy hue, horderetl 
with silver. 
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lu contrast to this soft harmonious hackgiound rose the elegantly 
shaped cupola surmounting tlie mausoleum, with its lurid reilections 
and clumps of foliage. 

And among the tamarisks with their dusty leaves, the slender palni- 
trees, the long supple reeds, you had a glimpse of a corner of a roof 
covered with green tiles, an end of a decayed wall with charniing earved 
interlaced oniaments. Through networks of plants, tangled mak.ses of 
shruhs, you saw in a white wall, clothed all ovcr with moss, wreathed 
with hindweed, roses, jessamine, an ogival door exqui.sitely curved 
and ornamented with marvellous arahesques. From tlie door a tlight 
of steps was lost below in clustem of tall red gladioles, rows of violet 
iris, periwinkles. On the top step a saiilon, drajied in his hurnooso. 
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upriglit, motionless, au.stere, was turning tlie beads of his rosarj'. 
Between tliis oasis and the heach, lijnpid streams wei’e Aowing in their 
sandy beds, througli fields of rushes and alfa which were washed by the 
waves at high tide. 

The sportsmen returued jaded when twilight began to set in. Tlie 
day has not been propitious. They have bagged only eight partridges. 
The dogs can hardly drag themselve.s along. 

The night is fine, the moon sheds its .soft light from the cleai- starlit 
sky. We fall asleep lulled by the dash of the waves which lireak on 
the shoro within two gun.sliots fi’om our tents. 
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Djeli/ahy IW/i January. 

There ls a lijrht inist this riorniiig, of n transiiarent lilue, gihled, as it 
wcre, hy tlie sun, which tries to pierce througli it. Arzilali assumes the 
look of an old fortilied town of the iliddle Ages. 

About a hundred yards froin our teut, hetween the cauip and thc 
khouJia, there is a venerated spot, a tfsala, near another saint’s tomb, 
but a saint of far less renown, one of the third class. It forms a .sort of 
square terrace, who.so llat roof is llanked at the corners hy battlements 
built in tiers. A pulpit, with a stniiglit, short llight of steps leading up 
to it, sculpturcd with a certaiu amouut of artistic delicacy, has been 
scoopcd out in the outer wall; near by is a stone niche whcre the 
faitliful can kueel iu prayer, aud which has also been forraed in the 
wall. A narrow arched door leads into the interior. On the terrace, 
through the mist, white forms are moving with uplitted arms, kneeling, 
prostrating themsehes. l)own below in the cemetery, among thc 
tombs, stoues scattered on the earth, veiled womeu crouching in a 
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clejectecl attitiicle, suciclenly rise with great lithe iuovements, stretch out 
their arnis, clepart, gliding rather tlian walkiii", ilisappear, ancl are lost 
in the grey haze that hovers over the grouiid. 

Xow tlie sun sliines brilliantly in a splendicl blue sky without a 
single cloud. On tlie beach, in front of tlie big, wretched gate, there is 
a bustling throng of people, eitlicr going to or returning from tlie town, 
and of bleating tlocks drh eii by .shepherds. 

A magnihcent soldier comes riding along oii a horse, richly capa- 
risoned in velvet and silk einlnoidered with gold. The wicle sleeves of 
his line eambric shirt and of Ids cherry-red caftan lloat and mi.x with 
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the heavy folds of his two burnooses, oiie oj' white wool and the other of 
blue stuff, draped one over the other. Ile passes prouclly by, at a 
walking pace, his gun acro.ss his higli red saddle. 

A poor mule drags himseU' paintully along, ladeii with heavy sacks of 
corn, 011 which two Arabs are perclied arined with sticks, which are 
wielded cvith might and main to ciuicken his march. 

Then follows a whole train of tinops of clonkeys, herds of o-Kcn, cows, 
calves, and goats. Ancl on the sinooth beacli, of a fine saUron colour, 
multitudinous rills wend their way capriciously iu their narrow furrows 
over the line-grained sancl. The whole scene is charming in its diversity, 
and gaily picturesciue. 

Forestier is already in the sadclle, aiid shouting to me as I am 
preparing to niount. I leap on my mule, ancl we soon couie up with 
the caravan, wliich has gone on some distaiice. Ingram and Harris, thc 
Ninirocls of the party, have set olf shooting ever since the inorning. 
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Carlton, who lias been ailing since yesterday, takes Antonio’s inule in 
exchange for his own horse. 

Here is a road! It has been formed by the tramp of mules, of 
horses, of camels, of goats, and of men, beating down the sand. It is 
almost level, very wide, too wide to continue a long way, and after 
a quarter of an hour’s marcliing, it ends brustpiely in an inSnite 
number of narrow paths, deviating through the dwarf palms in every 
direction. 

We are on a hill that overlooks Arzila)i. What enchantment 
distance lends to a view! How the light transhgures it! And what 
a skilful scenic artist is this African sun, which transforms and idealises 
everything that it plays upon with its ardcnt luniinous touch! Arzilah, 
the city of mud, with its dim walls, its dht-open towers, assumes all at 
once from this spot a fairy aspect, and looks as though it were one of 
the towns of the “ Arabian Nights.” Its white, aerial form, ensconced in 
its gardens, its masses of sombre green foliage, contrast with the intensc 
blue of the sea; and tbe minarets of its mosques, swerving from the 
severe line of its ramparts, stand out in relief, gleaming with hght, 
against the blue extent. In the foreground, blocking the high road lined 
with dwarf palms, is a flock of goats and a lierdsman with a long stick, 
an impressive figure clad in a yellow djellahich. 

* For a full hour we have been riding along, over an intermiuable 
plain of dwarf palms. Always at about a hundred yards ahead of us, 
our old Kaid’s tall silhouette proliles itself on tlie sky, stands on the 
background of valleys, perched, with his gun across liis saddle, on liis 
great devil of a horse, with his coat glistening with reddish brown 
reAections, jogging along with short, uniforra, scanned steps, alarmiug 
from their very mathematical precision. 

How many times have we tried, Forestier and I, to render in water- 
colours the amasing tints, the changing shades, and the iridescent 
reAections of that undeCnable coat! What desperate efforts we have 
made to reproduce on the purest “ Whatman,” the tones, copper-coloured 
or faint blue, yellow or grey, gay or melancholic, of this moving croup, 
this stump a bald tail, whose inimitable shades, as variable as those 
of a chameleon, changed every moment, according to the time of 
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the clay, the direction of the wiiul, the inclemency of the weather. 
IIow many times we have verified to our bewilderment the inexorahle 
regularity of this automatic pace, so improhahly unchanging in its 
pendulum movement, that it served us as a chronometer for months, 
and we were ahle to count the time hy the number of steps taken hy 
this incomparahle steed, this four-footed clepsydra! 

And the rider ! Have we not made sufficient attempt to fix on the 
pages of our sketch-book the undulating lines of this droll figure; to 
delineate on sjwtless pages the gaunt and Aeeting vision of this old 
mummy, crouching in a monkey j^osture on the top of his high saddle. 
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wrapped in hundles of wool, disaiipearing entirely, as tliough covered 
with a bell, under his poiiited hood, heneath the stiff folds of a hlue 
hurnoose, faded, discoloured hy the rain, emhrowned hy the sun, 
maculated hy the mud, so shiny whcre it hulges, so dimmed inside 
tlie folds, so yellow ou its llowing margins, that all tliese hues were 
united in one unique neutral tiiit of duhious green and violet, witli a 
metallic lustre at tlie protuherances, anJ could ho scarcely distinguished 
from the worn and faded coat of tlie poor old screw. When, in the 
midst of u cluster of dwerf jialms or asphodels, horse and rider halt for 
a moment in thc distance, you might liave easily taken theni for an old 
equestrian group in hronze left lying in a park. 

He had the face of an old crone, so malicious, so amusing iu its 
characteristic ugliness, our dear old scamp of a Kaid, with his two tliin, 

F 
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grey, curly locks escaping coquettislily from under his tui'ban, and wrig- 
, gling on his hollow temples, shading his little, narrow, bulging forehead 
furrowed with wrinklel The vomer of his long busked nose was so 
protuberant that it threatened to burst through the iiitegument, and his 
tanned skin, of a red brown, shining and oily, was drawn tense over his 
prominent cheekbonea His small, piercing green eyes, deeply sinking 
under projecting brows in gimlet holes as it were, gleamed with a strange 
expression; and when between his thin, straggling grey beard liis 
wide mouth opened, revealing a dark gulf lined with a few fragments 
- of yellow teeth, and silent laughter shook his okl carcase, the whole 
aspect of the man seemed to be nothing less tlian diabolical, jPuUi 
of iroay’, cunning, and cold crueltyr, which made you feel uneasy for 
‘ the mom^t. 

' Oh, the old pelican, the crafty rascal, the canting liypocrite—whose 
parchment-like face had become, by force of habit, indispensable 
to usJ Hotv droll he used to look when, s^iuatting on the ground, his 
chimpanzee head leaning On his chest, he was grilling his emaciated legs 
, before a glowlng fire, and drying on his knees a check handkerchief full 
of holes and stained with snuff, whose services were often tliscarded in 
favour of a corner of his burnoose. What a look of devout satisfaction 
he had, when shaking on the back of his hand, from his long knotty 
fingers, a pinch o£ snuff that had fallen from his small, elegant, cocoa- 
nut box, oblong iu shape, he put it to hia beaked snout, and inhaled the 
powder so gratifying to his olfactory oigan, with a loud deep sniff and 
indescribable twinkles of the eyes. 

Very obliging and mindful, always attending to our little wants, and 
exquisitely polite, he pilfered right and left with the utmost freedom 
aad a complete absence of scruples, just as he would have cut our throat 
knd hacked us to pieces if oircunistances had only permitted. 

‘We leave the plateau, and descend into a valley. We cross some 
streams Of small width, but deeply embedded between very slippery 
banks. The valley is deliciously fresh, and abounds with fur2e, heather, 
and thyme mingled with dwarf palms. Oa svery side o^ us are 
Bumeroos meandering streams, whose banks are dotted with floiVers; 
•tiBy po_ols :oovered with water-lilies and cress, where, Standing up to 
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their Ilanks in water, small-sized oxen drink, stretchiiig out their 
drij^ping inuzzles, and gazing at us quietly witli their peacel'ul eyes. , 
Goats are scattcred ainong the trees and shnibs. You niight fancy 
yourseir on a Scotch nioor. We clhnb the opposite slope, and halt 
011 a hillock covered with thyme and dwarf palms, and strewn with 
blocks of grey stone. AYe have becn on the raarch for oiily about 
four hours. 

The site is charming. Ou the 
crest of the opposite hill, which looks 
down 011 us, a village stands in hard 
outline against the sky. Trom the 
village intersecting paths lead to a 
spring, where youiig girls and old 
women go to fill their pitchers. Oii 
the right, far in the background, is 
the sea, contrasting with the green 
tops of orange grores covered with 
fruit, in front of whicli lines of lig- 
trees fonu a sort of grey curtain, 
brokeu by clusters of liamboos, 
from four to five yanls high, bent b)" 
the wind, and eiitangled with one 
another. On the left, thc va.st At- 
lantic, with its livid tints, stretches 
away to the horizon; and from our 

plateau lies an immense grecn expanse of cork-trees, shrubs, and dwart 
palms, among which you catch the gleam of lakes, the llash of windiiig 
streams. The tints seem bluer and bluer as the land rolls on iiito tho 
dim distauce, skirted by the loiig strip of the 3'ellow saiids of tlie 
beach, stretching away to the pale grey headland of Cape Spaitel. 

Soine lads skirt rouiul us at a distance, and offer us oiunges, wliich 
they lay on the ground, not daring to come near. lly degroes they gi-ow 
bolder, and wiud up by becoming quite tame. These urchins are 
very funny under the pointed hoods of their short-sleered djcllahiclis, 
with a slit at the elbow, beyond which theydon’t thrust thoir arnis; aiid 
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since tliey are kept in a rigid horisontal position, they look like pinions, 
and at a distance make their owners appear asthough they were penguins. 

jPeople from the’village arrive. Their Kaid enters into a parley with 
ours. The inhabitants, men and women, have left their huts; we see 
them staarding, sitting, lying on small heiglits, watching the pitching 
of our camp. 

The weather has grown cool, and we form a circle round a fire of 
brushwood and dry branches which has just been lit. The Aames 
crackle and rise in a hig red sheaf, and clouds of smoke cover the camp. 

In thc twilight, when the evening shiverings have begun to blow, 
we see the Kaid appear, draped in his haik of white wool, followed by 
people bearing provisions. His features are refined, his gait stately: 
he advances slowly, holding his head up with great dignity. In one 
hand he is carrjdng a pitcher of Kabyle shape, full of milk, aud in 
the other a wooden porringcr, coutaining butter made of ewe’s milk. 
The men in burnooses walk silently beliind him, bringing the mouna, 
some kousJcoussou, loaves of bread, eggs, fowls. In the deepeniug night 
they look Uke a procession of phantoms. We receive the Kaid in our 
tent, and invite him to take tea with us, which he accepts with a calm 
inclination of the head. 

And this man, who has pcrhaps never seen twenty Europeans in his 
life, is ignorant of our custonis, and has no point of contact with us,—this 
savage, who probabiy is for the hret time in presence of the prpducts of 
the West, doesn’t feel the least embarrassment, is not at all disconcerted, 
and a few minutes after tea, fearing he might importune us by his 
presence, he shakes hands with us and sedatcly takes his leave. 
««««*« 

It has poured all night, and is pouring still. We rise in dull and cold 
we^her, a penneating huuiidity pervading the tent. Outside, a fine, thick 
monotonous rain is falling, big dark clouds are trailing o’er a gloomy sky. 

Each one of us keeps snug under the canvas shelter. The mules, 
tethered in a line, are standing motionless undcr the rain, with bent 
heads and eyes fixed on the ground; the sluvering horses areimpatiently 
pawing tlie soil and giving vent to prolonged neighs. Brooks, with a 
woe-begone look and wet to the skin, is passing to and fro between the 
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tent anil tlie kitchen, drawing about his tall angnlar figure, rounding his 
shoulders, glidiug on the moist grass, while his inind is a prey to a 
constant fume. 

There is a frightful slush beneath our feet. The ground, a bed of 
Aowers only yesterday, has been so soaked by the' downpour and 
trainpled by our going and coniing, trodden ujion by the dogsi tliat we 
don’t know where to instal ourselves. No more grass, no moro Aowers, 
everything has been smashed down; we might fancy ourselves in a 
cowshed, and in a cowshed badly kept. Our trunks, our portmanteaus, 
our bags, all our baggage iu fact, is lying in tlie mud. Our lieds scem 
to float above a marsh, the water oozes 
througli tho canvas of the tent, which is 
filled with a thick haze, and every face 
wears a surly look. IJlows and curses 
rain on uulucky Don, wlio, more than 
ever, persists iii establishing himself 
between the legs of exasperated 
Forestier, and in drying his drijiping 
coat on his victim’s calvcs. And 
wlien, in his own despite, he quits 
his favourite quarters, it is only to 
tako refuge on our beds, where he 
makes a frightful mcss, assisted l>y his 
mate Kover. 

llarris is down iu tlie mouth, and 
liis small angular face, with sharp drawn lines like a knife-bladc, takes 
a still keener edge, and contracts witii nervous twitches. 

Ingram, swathed in his lura, couglis more tlian ever, and between two 
fits give3 vent to his bile, with praiseworthy impartiality, on Brooks and 
the dogs. Jlarshall, whose leaden hue is slowly turning to gi-een, is 
lying inert on his couch, indilTerent to everything; and when his liipiid 
voice, crisper than over, inquires phuntively of the echoes, “ Has anybody 
seen my Mary Ann ? ’’ the furious burst of our voice3 in touchiug deep 
accord answers “ No! ” to his mournful laments. 

Porestier, with a courage that I envy, and with a disdain for 
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comfoitnlAc <iuurtors that 1 admire, sits down on a trunk, liis fcet in the. 
mud, ki front of a rickety table with deft‘ctive Hght. Though irritated 
to the la.st degiee by Don, who rushcs every inoment betwcen his legs 
aud upeets liis apparatus, he lays out liis paper, his tnljcs of Chinese 
white and neutral tints, sehies his brushe-s, and begins a sketch in body 
colours. AV'e are going to collaborate in some illustrations for a novel, 
which is to be publisbed in thenext .suinmer numlx*r of tlie “ Illustrated 
London Xews ; ” and full of the noble zcal inspired by the state of the 
weather, Foresticr bravely sits down to liis task. As I turn a deaf ear 
to his pressing solicitations to set to work likewise, he liurls his nialc- 
dictions on mc, and threatens me with thc thunder «r ^lr. dackson’s 
wiath if the “ number ” is delayeil by my fault. 
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Sahal-tl^KltemiSt 13M January. 

The raiu lias stopped; Me are going at last to break iip the camp. 
Carltou’s condition has got worse. lly imjuudently eKposdng himself to 
. the rain, and not taking care to wrap hiiuself sulTicieutly at night, his 
cold has assumed alarming proportions. In spite of all our ellorts to 
keep him with us, he has saddled his hoi-se and set off at full gallop in 
the direction of Tangier. 

It was only after our return tliat we learnt that he had made the 
journey in thirteen hours, crossing the Ghreefa at high tide, at the risk 
of heiug carried out to sea, as had happened to two Moors who were 
drowned when attempting to get over the river at the same time as he 
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did. On reaching the town, he iainted with exhaustion, and was forced 
to stay six weeks in bed with congestion of the lungs. 

We set out in dull, wet weather, Aoundering in the tracks soaked 
by the rain. The mules, sinking knee-deep in the soft clay, hesitate, 
make long pauses before putting one foot before the other, and often 
refuse to continue at all. The caravan moves on in a long straggling 
line, and is severed by lamentable breaks, which make it very awkward 
for those in the rear, who, without guides, grope their way, and while 
trying to find safe roads, involve their mules up to the Aanks in mud, 
getting astray on false trads. Tlie Kaid makes frequent halts for the 
laggards to come up, shows them the way, and urges on the men, who 
have the utmost diAiculty in getting their beasts to make any headway 
in this sea of mire. After a time we get clear of this and elimb a hill, 
only to descend again and plunge into another marsh, repeating these 
trying exertions. 

Gripping my mule hard, and urging her on by words and prods, I 
advance laboriously, and the sight of rorestier at my side, making the 
same struggle with his recalcitrant beast, soothes the bitterness of my 
precarious position. Kearly bent double, he makes desperate eiforts to 
keep his balance on his mule, who several times has almost disappeared 
with hira in the depths of thf, accursed bogs. It is beartrending to see 
him, with his bristling hair, like that of a Calabrese brigand who has 
retired from business, indulging in stern monologues with his un- 
gainly beast, whose irresistible tendency to take a hip-bath in every 
stream of water, in each marsh we cross, he sturdily represses by be- 
labouring her with the stick. Our hands are covered with swellings 
through thrashing and tugging at the reins, aiid it is not without secret 
envy that we see, in our distress, Antonio a hundred yards in front of us, 
comfortably seated amid bags and rugs on his mule, roULng cigarettes, 
and letting the reins loose on tlie neck of his intelligent mule, who, as a 
brave and sagacious little creature, jogs briskly on, without stumbUng, 
over the swampy soil. This irony of destiny and the Aagrant consta- 
tation of our utter inabUity to do anything, contrary to the wishes of 
our mules, Bnally succeed iu crushing us, and we foUow at a distance 
in a pensive mood. 
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At last; after tiring alternatives, we enter upon a sort of sandy road 
covered in soine places with sweet herbs, and furrowed by streamlets of 
limpid water. Huge cork-trees with gnarled trunks shoot up vigorously 
through greyish rocks, among thorny cactuses; and their twisted boughs, 
touching the ground, are lost to sight amid the tall ferns and the dwarf 
palms that grow everywhere. 

The weather has brightened, and in the now blue sky big silvery 
clouds run, drifted by the breeze. We take our lunch, sitting on rockSj 
in the shade of secular trees. On the other side of the road, on a rock, 
two Arabs are standing, their burnooses Aoating in the wind; their 
Ugures look very white against the blue sky. A shepherd clad like an 
ancient Eoman passes gravely on the road, driving his flock before 
him, and disappears round a turn, behind a cluster of lentisks and 
olive-trees. Far in the distance, at tbe end of an immense undulating 
plain, you see abovĕ a range of hills the blue summits of the Djebel- 
Sarsar. 

We quit with regret this lovely nook, and set out once more across 
the watery tracks, resuming our late arduous toil. Then, suddenly, at 
the top of an eminence the scene changes. A sandy road, with patches 
of fine turf, runs in a straight line, between lucerns, fields of mallows, 
intermingled with wild poppies, meadows «Df lavender that fills the air 
with its perfume, across cultivated land, wooded valleys, orchards full of 
trees laden with fruit. The road passes through a pretty wood of olive 
and fig trees, where we halt, to wait for the rest of the caravan; and 
when we catch sight of the first mule on a ridge, we march on again. 
Skirting a stream of water that flows from the heights, we continue our 
journey, when we reach the upper part of the plateau, in the bed of the 
stream, which serves us as a thoroughfare. 

This brook is very picturesque; the clear waters ripple o’er the 
pebbles, falling in cascades over the rocks that obstruct its course, 
widening into little quiet ponds, Alled with aquatic Aowers. We clear a 
passage through stunted evergreen oaks, terebinths, oleanders. In some 
places the branches are entwined above our heads, forming an arcade. 
Now and again there’s a brisk rustling of branches, a strong waving 
of foliage, a sudden halt of the dogs; it is a wild boar surprised in his 
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lair, who has heen put to Aight by our presence, ancl has rushed with a 
bound into the thicket. Blackbirds rise on the wdng at every moment, 
■with shrill cries; big snakes, of greenish hue, glide over the mossy stones, 
disappear underneath, and clouds of insects buzz noisily in the air. On 
every side Aowers are growing; blue daisies, red anemones, climbing 
plants that entwine the shrubs. 

The Aowers crushed by the horses’ hoofs, the broken ferns, the leaves 
swept down as we pass, emit strong scents, like those of new'-mown hay, 
and the air, laden with these sweet and moist odours, passes over our 
heads, bathing our brows with its pungent effluvia. 

In the sky, white vapours glide like gauze Yeils, rend and disperse 
in light Aakes, under the lash of the wind. 

Eagles are hovering high up in the dense blue, and numei-ous 
Yultures follow us, whirling above our heads. From time to time 
one of them pounces straight down on a prey, a couple of yards 
in front of us, and my mule, terrified by the tawny flash of its 
sudden descent, trembles all over, pricks her ears, and makes a 
dead halt. 

A stroBg breeze twirls with a roar of billows this ocean of verdure, 
roUing it in long oscillations with sharp turmoils, sudden and silent 
pauses. 

These wild steppes end on well-wooded terraces of fine sand, and we 
gaily pursue our way, between rows of beeches, birches, holm oaks. 
Through the glades on our right we get glimi^ses of the sea, of a soft 
blue, almost grey in tint, with broad bands of milky white. On our left 
the Djebel-Sarsar stands in clearer outlines on the horizon, with its 
jagged summits of hard and cold blue, shaded with violet tinges. 

On the border of the wood we come on rugged ground, traversed by 
a deep ditch, on the other side of which the grove continues thicker and 
denser, planted .with fine evergreen oaks, odoriferous piues, cork-trees, 
cedars, acacias. In this region, the soil of clay, quartz, and sand 
mixed with feldspar, is so blended with red ochre that the ground 
seems almost of this colour. We follow this ravine, which leads 
by a gentle gradient to a plateau bespread with slendcr shrubs. We 
pass near huts of charcoal-burners, whence the acrid smoke from the 
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green branclies in the subdued fires, sbrouds us in volumes of bluish 
vapour, whirled away by the wind. 

From there, we can see the liouses of a large yillage where we are 
going to camp. We are now at the extremity of the plateau, which 
ends in a Imge clifr, descending abruptly, with sharp pnjjections, down to 



the sea, wliich unfolds itself in all its grandeur, lit by the goldeti gleams 
of the setting suu. "We skirt along the lofty clilT, refreshed by the 
breeze from the sea. Our jaded mules take fresh courage, and in a 
few minutes we are at the entrance to tlie village, a hollow road 
barred by enormons blocks of stone, Hanked on each side by steep 
banks with cactuses aiid thorn hedges, behind which Ave perceive 
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gables of grey thatch, stone or clay •walls, and high stakes 'h^ed in 
the ground. 

• We have scarcely passed the first houses, when we are welcomed hy 
the deafening hay of a band of dogs, yellow, lean, surly, and terribly 
aggressive. They dart upon us, snap at the houghs of our beasts, and 
we have some diSiculty in protecting our legs from their sharp fangs. 
A few stones skiKully aimed by our muleteers quickly disperse them, 
and they decamp, yelling with pain. To be hit by a stone is what an 
Arab dog dreads most. Threaten him with a stick, and he will become 
morc rabid; but if you only make a pretence of stooping to pick up a 
pebble, he will pack off as fast as his legs can carry liim, and will then 
perhaps venture to bark- at a distance. The village appears to be of a 
pretty considerable size. A broad, irregular, broken road, dotted with big 
stones and muddy plashes, runs through it, from one end to the other. 
At the farther extremity, other travellers are encamped near a little 
pond, on the opposite side of which we pitch our tents facing theirs. 

Our neighbours are Englishmen—Captain T. P., whom an attack of 
gout confines to his bed, and his son. They welcome us to their tent, 
and offer us refreshments; and while Harris, Ingram, and Marshall talk 
sport with tbeir hosts and compare the merits of Irish and Scotch 
whisky, Eorestier and I discr,eetly efface ourselves, and set off to ramble 
through the village. 

The rectangular houses with thatched roofs are irregularly built on 
each side of the broad road, all of them facing different points of the com- 
pass. On every roof there are storks; on every house are one or two nests 
of these privileged birds, sacred in the eyes of the natives, who would 
consider it a crime or a sacrilege to kill one of them. They regard them 
with profound respect, under the ancient belief that in these birds exist 
the souls of their ancestors, who lived long ago in great islands on the 
other side of the ocean, and have returned in this guise to protect them. 
They roam about with perfect freedom, clapping their beaks and beating 
the air with their white Avings rimmed witli black, happy with the gift 
of life, sure of not being molested or disturbed. 

We return for tea. The site of our camp is admirable. It lies on 
tiie margin of a broad esplanade overhanging a fertile valley reaching 



SAHAL-EL-KHEMIS. 77 

down to the sea. Facing us towards the north there is a range of 
wooded mountains, abounding, so they say, in game and wild boars. 

\Ve spend the evening with our neighbours, and these “niighty 
hunters before the Lord” detail in turn their cynegetical feats, their 
hairbreadth escapes, in their travels; and their narratives, diluted by 
draugbts of whisky, gradually assume the dimensious of epic poems. 
Common incidents of sport, ride on a mule through Arab towns, turu all 
at once into fabulous exploits—the discovery of new worlds. The death 
of a wild cat, shot in the tliicket,- is transformed into a sanguinary tiger- 
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hunt, cnough to make your hair stand on end. Tlie fact of iinding 
yourself one fine morning in a field, face to face with a bull of uneven 
temper, lurnishes material for a dramatic conilict with a rliinoceros, 
which makes your llesh creep. Tlie une.\pected meeting with a 
liarmless snake, crossiug a garden-path, gives rise to a terrible story of 
an alligator-hunt, a fight witli a rattlesnake and a host of other uncleaii 
beasts, which sends a stream of cold perspiration down your backs. 
And when one thinks of the awful risks incurred by the.se intrepid men, 
these bold hunters, these daring explorers, one is surprised to see them 
with tlieir heads still on thoir shoulders, and you ask yourseU’ in terror 
if, after such woful suflerings, their brain isn’t u little upset; and in 
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the presence of these heroes with muscles of steel, with nerves so finely 
tempered, you preserve a discreet silence, partly from salutary fear and 
partly from indulgent pity. 

Ingram’s description of his feats had been prosaic, quite common- 
place, utterly disastrous to the reputation of our guns—a few big game 
such as everybody brings down, a fair number of partridges, hares, 
pheasants, that was his sum total; not the slightest incident that could 
wring your nerves or harrow your feelings; everything was as tame as it 
weil could be. Marshall didn’t shine any better. Porestier had, once 
in his life, winged a couple of larks, one of which recovered after he had 
nursed it, while my tale of slaughtcr amounted to the murder of one 
hare, long ago, quite by accident,—a love-lorn 'hare, who had com- 
mitted- suicide, the poor wretch, by running against the barrels of my 
gun, and, without my knowing it, the trigger had done the business 
on its own account. But Harris was going to brighten our tarnished 
fame,—^he, the champion of England with the ambitious device, “ Quo 
non ascendam ? ” 

The captain’s son, who for some time had been nervously handling 
his revolver in a way that boded ill for the safety of his neighbours, had 
just fiaished a complicated blood-curdling story of leopard, in which 
his revolver, he declared, as he thrust it in our faces, had been his best 
friend, when Harris, in a tone tbat indicated the most retiring modesty, 
began to relate in faultless diction, with a thrill in his voice, a pathetic 
roll of the eyes, and the sober gestures beBtting its epic grandeur, “ My 
ride to Sheshouan.” 

He had often told it us before, each time with numerous and 
pleasing variations, which increased its interest twofold, rejuvenating it, 
giving it more striking aspects, quite “ up to date,” and coveriag him 
with fresh glory. 

This time he surpassed himself, rising iu his narrative to sublime 
heights of eloquence; and it is deeply to be regretted that this latest 
version,—the final one, we hope,—^has not been stereotyped, that it may 
remain for ever graven on the memory of his contemporaries, as a raodel 
of incomparable style, as an ineffaceable record of the courage, the 
presence of mind, the indomitable energy of an unassuming Eellow 
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of the Eoyal Geographical Society of the United Kingdom of Great 
Britain and Ireland. 

Like Uapoleon the Great, whom moreover he resembled in other 
respects—in his short ■ figure, for instance—he had made a name for 
himseK in fabled story, that pedestal of world-wide reputations. His 
was not one of those vulgar, sonorous legends, smelling of gunpowder, 
resounding vdth cannon-balls and howitzer-shells, but a smart legend, 
with an air of distinction, elegantly dressed, in new gloves and the 
finest linen, redolent of the sweet odours of iris and lavender, an honest 
and respectable legend whose “ home-made ” manufacture you can 
scent a mile o£f. It was a legend that would inevitably attract, as the 
wire rod does the lightning, every honour and every dignity on its 
happy hero; and as you listen to him, you let yourself go, -without 
thinking, to softly whisper, Sir Walter Harris ! His Grace ! His High- 
ness! You were looking down, fancying you could see the insignia of 
the Most Noble Order of the Garter, the reward of great deeds and 
loyal services, clasped round his knee, and you were feeling inclined to 
ejaculate with him, “ Quo non ascendam ? ” • 

He iirst appeared on the scene mounted on a mule, armed with his 
revolver, followed by his servant—I was going to say his squire— 
wending his way o’er hills and dales, en route for Sheshouan, like a 
gallant knight of the Middle Ages in quest of adventures. Then were 
coming ferocious mountaineers ready to cut his throat, whom he quelled 
by a mere glance and the ofifer of a few cigarettes. With his eagle eye 
he discovered, in the midst of mountains duly indicated and named on 
the map, plateaus as big as your hand which the geographers, with 
culpable negligence, had neglected to insert, and baptized them with his 
own name—Christian-name, surname, and nicknames—in order to make 
good this unpardonable deficiency. At Sheshouan he was smoking 
cigarettes at his window, with the most unruffled composure, while the 
furious inhabitants were ransacking the place, to discover and impale him. 
Then he disappeared in a trice from the town, nobody knew how, at the 
touch of a magician’s wand as it were, met with brigands who saved his 
life instead of taking it, and ofifered him their purses instead of stealing 
his—and so on. 
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I won’t relate in detail tliis sublime narrative, “My ride to 
Sheshouan.” I really couldn’t! Harris, surnamed the serpent-charmer, 
Al-Aissoui, as they call him throughout the East, in tlie West, the South, 
and perhaps, too, in the North, in fact riglit throughout the whole 
universe—Harris alone could, in a moment of inspiration, resuscitate 
froHi the depths of his memory the choice expressions, and reproduce 
the moving tones, the startling description of “ My ride to Sheshouan; ” 
that jewel, chased with consummate art, with such rehned taste, full of 
discreet reticence, of subtle allusions, of charming candour, that 
exquisite specimen of the work of the dilettante author, this Aower of 
the “ Upper Ten.” Frenzied applause greeted “ My ride to Sheshouan,” 
and Harris raised his hand to his brow under the impression that 
Jaurels were already sprouting there. 

The talk went on, for a long time yet, about hunting, travels, and 
adventures. One of the Nimrods, I forget which, carried away by the 
fumes of his over-excited imagination, aud burning with tlie desire to 
eclipse his fellow-sportsman, began to unfold his tale of still mightier 
deeds. With a tragic air aud a sweeping gesture, disastrous to the 
stability of the whisky bottles, which rolled from the table on to the 
floor, he told us a story of an ever-memorable hunt, in which the 
epecies of animals and geological epochs were confounded with the same 
facility as he mistook liis neighbour’s glass of Irish wliisky for his own 
Scotch. The story bristled with antediluvian beasts, which he shot in 
Arovcs, just as if they had been so many ino£fensive rabbits. 

By a series of imperceptible transitions, facilitated by a fertile 
imagination, which readily adapted itself to the caprice of a bouudless 
fancy and made the orator the dupe of his own inventions, the tigers 
,after the second bottle had changed iuto megatheriums, the rhinoceroses 
into mastodons, the alligators into megalosaurs, exactly in the same 
way as, after the first bottle, the cat had been transformed into a tiger, 
the bull into a rhinoceros, and the snake into an alligator. 

Eortunately, a third bottle was not uncorked, else Heaven only 
knows what serpents of the deep, what dragons, what unheard-of 
imonsters our heroes would not have given the Anishing stroke to. •• 

That was a sad blow to the glorious reputatian of “hly ride to 
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Shesliouan.” Tho star of Ilarris was for the moment on tlie wane, but 
only to burst forth again with renewed splendour shortly after by the 
d£izzling exploit of “ A visit to "Wa^^an,” where, after being loaded witli 
lionours and rugs by the sherif, he was nearly being ingloriously 
thrashed by the idackguard of a sou, who was soundly reprimanded by 
thc ii-ate father for being so grossly wanting in respect for the author of 
“ My ride to Sheshouau ” and “ A visit to ^\'azzan.” 

And Daudet thought that Tartarin was dead! Tartarin is im- 
mortal, like Daudet, although he isn’t a inember of the Irench 
Academy. 
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El-Araish, Hrt January. 

Tliis moming the sun is shining brightly, a frcsh brceze is blowing, we 
shall liave magnihcent weather for travclling. Groups <)f sightscers are 
stationeil before the camp. We are doubtless to thcni u hat an unknowu 
tribe fi-om Central Africa on view at the Crystal ralace wouhl be t« 
Londoners, and our presence seems to alTonl them much amusement. 

A sort of idiot penetrates, partly at the instigation of the crowd, who 
w'ant to amuse themselvcs at our e.ypense, within the precincts of the 
camp, and tries to cnter our tent. Ile utters inarticulate cries and 
gesticulatcs like a madnian. We bundle hini out neck ainl crop, to 
the great disappointment of the yokels, who were expeeting a ralher 
lively sceue. 

We niount our mules. At tlie monient wheii I put niy foot iii the 
stirrup the rotten cord breaks for the third timc during our journey. 
Djebel-Tarik cobbles it as best he can, and away we march with a bright 
sun above and a cooling wind from the east. Thc Kaid takes the lead, 
and the whole caravan follows at haphazanl, jiist as the aninials fi’el 
iuclined, those who have the liest steeds in front and those who are 
liadly mounted following iii the rear. 'We niake our way pell-niell, 
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■gaily, in a nbisy and picturesqne disorder, tlirough the laden inules and 
'the joyial' muleteers, who urge on their beasts, get a fallen onc on its legs, 
Incite another that refuses to leap a ditch by shouts and cudgellings, 
run bawling after a fugitive playing truant in the'fields, cr re-fasten 
a loose Ijundle. 

^hen as \ve proceed on our way the order of march is dislocated and 
tums into Indian file. The distance between the riders increases; the 
restiye mules refuse to advance, or drag theinselves along at a snaiTs 
pace, while others, one doesn’t know why, trip briskly on. Between 
the head of our line and the tail there’s sometimes a distance of a 
couple of miles, if not more. Antonio generally goes on in front with 
the baggage while the Kaid stays with us, leading the way on his bony 
jade with its immutable pace, acting both as a guidon and an ensign. 
Brooks, pallid and haggard, brings up the rear, absorbed in himself, 
trying to co-ordinate ideas, always feeling the e'ffects of the jostlings he 
has endured and thinking of the others to come. 

A labyrinth of brooks with muddy beds and steep slippery banks 
flow at the bottom of the valley. The mules, supported and excited by 
the drivers, cross with diHiculty, impeded at each step by the sticky 
soil. One of them sinks on her hind quarters and wallows with her 
baggage in the miry water. The men pluhge in iiearly up to their 
waist to her assistance, raise the baggage on each side and hold it 
aloft, while the relieved mule gets up as best she can and arrives safe 
and sound at the other bank. We clirab pretty briskly a large waste 
tract. The soil is poor aud sandy, the vegetation dry and scanty. 
There is any number of thistles, and here and there a sickly cork- 
tree and a cluster of slender shrubs. The top widens out into a 
barren pebbly plateau swept by the wind, while the sea stretches away 
on our right. In the distance El-Araish lies, facing us, bathed in the 
sun, standing'out in a luminous mass against its green mountainous 
background, jutting as a headland towards the sea, with its ramparts 
washed by the blue waters of the Kous. 

The nature of the ground changes: the hard and dry sand gives 
place to soft loam and yielding soil, dotted with pools, thorn hedges, 
heaps of stones. and we wander over cultivated fields soaked with water 
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like sponges, where our mules Aounder knee-deep iii the earth. In front 
the Kaid 'with unerring eye feels his way, avoids the dangerous places, 
skirts the slimy swamps, and retraces his steps when he has advanced 
into uncertain latitudes. We keep in his wake, our eyes riveted on his 
blue burnoose, our mulcs treading in the track of his horse, and we 
keep close at his heels. After a good three-quarters of an hour of this 
fatiguing exercise we reach a less diluvial soil and begin to descend the 
slope sprinkled with a few shrubs. We pass a saint’s tomb and chapel 
shaded by tamarisks and olive-trees. We have now got beyond the 
tilled lands among the dwarf palms, the bay laurels, the terebinths; 
at our feet Howers of all sorts—mallows, daisies, marigolds—grow in 
rich abundance on the slope which, descends gently down to the river. 
A semblance of a road brings us through a douar, where the dogs rush 
after our mules, barking loudly, while their Arab masters, squatting 
on the roadside, look on unconcerned, 'without making any attempt to 
recall or silence them. 

At the bottom of the hiU we proceed along the water’s edge on 
banks of fine sand. The river fills the valley, forming a vast lake, an 
admirably safe haven, but inaccessible to vessels of heavy tonnage on 
account of the sands that block the inlet. 

We halt on the bank facing the foam-covered bar, between the calm 
sea on the right and the broad, unruffled Kous oii the left, encircled by 
wooded.heights. 

In front of us, on the other side of the river, El-Araish, glittering 
in the sun, stands clear against the dark green hUls, its tall Mdiite 
Kasbah contrasting with the intensely blue sky; its terraces, ablaze with 
light, descending in tiers down to the sea, and the battlements of its 
old limestone ramparts coloured with burnt ochre reAecting in the Kous. 

The town, of Berber origin, at one time ceded to Spain and then 
recaptured by Mouley Ismael, very Aourishing in bygone days when its 
corsairs infested the sea and ravaged the shores of the Mediterranean, 
has to-day completely fallen into decay. Its population of three or four 
thousand Jews and Moors eke out a wretched living by retail trade, in 
the middle of its crumbling ramparts, its dilapidated houses, its horribly 
filthy streets. 
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The muleteers amve with the baggage, which is carried across to 
the other side by the ferry-boat. The Kaid, who has remained with us, is 
sleeping at our side, stretched on the sand, with his arra passed through 
his horse’s bridle. We take to sketching while waiting for Ingram, Harris, 
and Marshail, who with Antonio and Djebel-Tarik have set olf at dawn 
to shoot with the youngest of our neighbours at Sahal-el-Khemis, and 
are going to join us by a di£ferent route from ours. 

The place where we have halted is full of stir and bustle. The 
ferry-boat, a heavy and clumsy barge, carries to and fro people, beasts, 
and goods. AU along the beach there is a ceaseless stream of people, 
passing and repassing. 

A Jewish family has just disembarked, and trots off in lame-dog 
style over the soft sand. The mother, with a sallow, shiny face and a 
fat body, bestrides a mangy donkey, holding before her two dirty little 
creatures with an olive skin—her progeny. The father, a tall, thin man 
with round shoulders, hollow eyes, squinting looks, follows panting 
behind, clinging to the tail of a broken-winded and glandered mule, 
laden with planks, sacks, and clothes, whom he belabours unmerciMly 
with a heavy matraclc. His son, a queer sort of a little fellow with a 
crafty face, jogs at his heels, carrying a heavy bundle on his head. 

On a line white mule in full gaUop, a^oung Arab, with gleaming 
eyes, bare head, haU-clad in a burnoose fuU of holes, clasps on his 
breast a bewitching and delicate creature, his sister most likely, 
enveloped in a ragged haih of white silk. Locked in each other’s arms, 
splendid in their artless grace, their gleaming tatters, the Aying pair, 
with their fine heads erect, their lithe brown busts sMning with blue 
reAections amid all these Aowing garments, form an impressive picture, 
fuU of charming originality, of savage poetry. 

Some soldiers next arrive, handsome, grave-looking men, with 
gloomy faces and calm demeanour. They alight from their horses, 
which they hold by the bridle, take off their pointed spurs, thrust them 
into the barrels of their muskets. Draped in their blue and white 
burnooses, they come and greet our Kaid, and rest on the sand, reclining 
in superb attitudes, waiting until the ferry-boat returns. 

Our hunters have arrived. They bring back seventeen partridges. 
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♦ a pigeon, and a hare, as well as a hannch of venison of wild' boar' killed 
th$ e^ening before, -which has heen giyeii to them by their ^ellow- 
sf)ortsman. We leap into a boat, which lands us'on the quay.on jthe 
other side, where we find our steeds, carrled acros^ by the ferry-boat. 
Under an arcade Jiloorish custom-honse olhcers are making entries, 
jotting down figures, ‘while’ Arahs are measuring out corn. Boys and 
boggars in rags pester us for alms while we again mount our mules.‘ 

We arC now in the town; the ascent is rough, the street is narrow, 
lined by stalls, shops; kept by gunsmiths, ironmongers,’ drapers, bodt- 
■ makers, grocers, all of them diminutive in size, exceedingly dark, above 
all Tery dirty, and emitting unsavoury smells, Bepulsive Jews plague 
us with the offer. of their services, swai-thy little urchins follow us, 

• feeling our boots, fingering our clothĕs, grimacing like marmosets. 

We reach the Souk, a very large quadrangle lined on each side by. 
arcades with shops. Continuing the ascent, we cross a wide, weU- 
frequented streeb, and passing throngh a gate w:e are outside the town 
on a yasl esplanade, where broad pools formed by the rain glittej m 
the sun. Not far off is a ruined khouba, shaded by tamarisks, near» 
■which we are going to pitch our camp. Leaving our'ffiules to the oare 
of the men who are busy unloading the baggage, Borestier and I retui^n 
to the town. , 

^Near the gate is a small cafe—a strip of wall with a rush-covered ‘ 
roof projecting from it, and supported by two wooden posts. Each side 
is sheltered by reed lattice-work, where vines, clematis, aud honeysuckle ^ 
climb. The floor, covered with mats, is raised a couple of feet above 
the ground. In a corner the kaottadji, an aged negro, is putting a 
coffee-pot on the fire, and Arabs squatting on the mats smoke and 
drink. On our entering tliey rise politely to make room for hs. The 
coffee is good, but we begin to feel an unpldasant itching in our 
legs, and we make all haste to pay our score and decamp. 

The gateway is lined •«'ith blocks of freestone, with embattled 
summits, and above the arch are embrasures with loopholes. On each 
side extend high grey walls, siained with yellow stains %nd broad 
reddish-brown streaks. It has so sadly deteriorated through the neglect 
of the Arabs, it has been so often whitewashed and plastered, that the 
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angles of tlie arches are effaced, the delicate arabesques which once 
adorned it have disappeared under tlie rough coatings of plaster and 
lime-wash, and tlie luasoniy has been completely eaten away at the 
base. Under the vault the rains have formed a marsh of brackish 
water, and every time that a horse, a niule, or a donkey splashcs 
througli this liipiid mud, it bespatters the walls, the worm-eaten panels 
of the rotten gate, as well as the passers-by, if tliere luippen to be any. 
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We skirt along the wall with the utmost prccaution, and arrive in 
the street at the other end without any liitch. Through a wide, curved 
door on our right we catch a glimpse of a large square court with 
arcades, filled witli an animated and noisy crowd. Mules, horses, asses, 
are standing near mountains of corn, inllated sacks, and bales. It’s the 
corn-market. 

In tlic street facing this spot, croucliing against the wall in the 
glare of the sun, an old uegi-ess is selling bread. rrom a tilthy, 
woollen mass protrude, like reptiles underneath a blanket, emaciated 
limbs, enormous spatulated feet, grey with dust, arms like a mummy’s, 
with long, bony, wrinkled hands, of a dark violet, witli faiut bluish- 
red tints ou the palms and the tips of the tingers, where the woru- 
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out epidermis had almost disappeared. Her nose is nearly as flat as 
her face, and her hig, white, rolling eyes are injected udth blood. This 
unformed, age-worn wreck is a hideous sight. 

A herd of harebrained, small calves, no bigger than dogs, dart 
between our legs, and gaily romp and frisk in every direction under the 
charge of a young lad. 

. Mules pass with a whole family on their backs, the father in the 
middle, his wife behind clinging to him with her arms around his 
waist, while he holds in front of his saddle, like a bunch of Aowers, an 
armful of papooses clad in all sorts of colours, and the mule, in spite of 
the weight, trots along with a brisk, firm step. 

In front, tall, untidy negroes drive little black donkeys with their 
backs bent under heavy sacks. 

We come up to the SouJc, which we crossed a short time since; the 
huge market-place is Aooded with light, the heat is intense. TJnder some 
apologies for tents of worn-out canvas stretched on cross-beams some 
Arabs are lying on the ground. You distinguish at the opening empty 
boxes, planks, boards, and on heaps of rags tattcred children rolling 
with dogs. 

Arabs in long burnooses and hoods turned down move slowly in 
this furnace, with the gait of white friars. In the centre of the place 
a dark, shrivelled carcase of a camel, amid swarms of flies, is being 
devoured with repul.sive avidity by dogs, and cloyed vultures, intoxi- 
cated with carrion, fly away heavily in the blue sky. 

We take refuge in the arcades. AYhat a state of dilapidation! 
The pavement is broken up almost everywhere, leaving big gaps; the 
columns, with their foundations laid bare, are worn away, polished by 
tlie incessant contact of per.spiring bodie.s, of greasy garments, of the 
mules rubbing themselves against their facings. Some of the shops are 
open, and their blackened weather-boards, falling down almost to the 
ground, are covered with a tbick coat of mud and dust. Tn a hole in 
the wall, about four feet square,'goods are gathered. Here are fine 
woollens from the mountains of Ourdighia, there are piled up the 
coarser bddia stuITs from the Aocks that gi'aze on the plains bor- 
dering upon the sea. Ey the side are coarse wool carpets, big check 
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cottoH fabrics of red and blue, which are worn by negresses round their 
waists, red silk sashes and scarves, stuffs of gold thread, silk oukaia, 
with which Jewesses deck their heads, tapes for slinging yataghans. 

Earther on is a grocer’s sliop; the owner is sitting smeking his hif 
amid packets of candles, oakcs of soap, blocks of salt. Wooden trays 
pontain piles of sugar stained with Ay-spots, covered with wasps and 
gnats. Eings of dried figs hang in front, by tlie side of masses of 
compressed dates, plastered with insects that have stuck fast to- the 
gluey surface. 

A charcoal. dealer’s stall is kept by a negro as black as his own 
charcoal, wliich he retails in tiny quantities after weighing it in a pair 
of scales. 

We emerge once more under the blazing sun at the other end of the 
square, in fiont of a superb embattled ogee gateway. It is in a good 
state of preseiwation, at least in the upper part, which, being out of the 
reach of the whitewasher’s brush, has escaped the disastrous coats of 
lime that have clogged all the fine edges of tlie lower parts. The grey 
colour of the stone, corroded by moss and lichen, its sombre battlements 
worn and defaced by the rain and the briny atmospliere, make it look 
as though it belonged to the Middle Ages, the gateway of a feudal 
manor. The double row of arabesques, in ihe form of a liorseshoe, that 
line the arch, is extremcly delicate, and the intorlaced ornaments that 
cover the fapade are of charming design, and carved with refined 
taste. Joined to tlie gatcway at right angles projects a portico with 
four columns, of the same style as those of the SouJc. You ascend to it 
by a Aight of di.sjointcd steps. On the ground Arabs clad in burnooses 
are having their nap in the cool shade, or dreaming of Mahomet’s 
Paradise houris as they count the beads of their rosarics. 

On the other side of the gate is a maze of narrow streets. One 
of these, which we select ]iaphazard, brings us to a vast courtyard, 
encumbered with manure, full of stagnant ponds, and surrounded by 
high buildings. Horses ready saddled, luxuriously accoutred, are there 
neighing and pawing the ground, under the care of a sturdy negro clad 
in a lemon-coloured robe, a big scimitar swinging at his side. Througli 
the half-opened door we perceive vaguely in the dim background of a 
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large rooin a gi-oup of .soldiers, soine stretclie<l ou the grouiul, others 
staiuling, smoking, and chatting. Two or three, catching sight of us, 
plant themselves on the door’.s sill, aud, with a sniile on their lips, they 
jabljer something or other in Arabic, the 
reverse of comjdimentary, uo doubt. One 
of them has a remarkable appearance; tall, 
slim, hard-featured, with au expressive 
physiognomy, Ilashing eyes, and small even 
teeth of dazzling white, which set ofl' liis 
red lijis, shaded by a black moustache 
with rcddish-brown tints. Ilis uiuscles 
are finely moulded, and his browu hands, 
a trille long, are of an extremcly delicate 
shape. He wears, like all the regulars 
under the Sultau, a very tall fcz with a 
blue tnft of lloss silk, and a burnoose of 
blue cloth, partly covering Jinother of 
white wool. In his gesture, whcn he 
points us out to his comradcs, his ample 
sleeves rise up, ilisclosing the edge of his 
wliite silk shirt, contrasting with thc sub- 
dued deep blue of hi.s sulham, which falls 
below his knees. Wcll at ease in 8oft 
Ijoots of yellow morocco embroidercd wiih 
red silk, he holds himseU' smartly erect, 
and his .strongly arched feet keeji their 
firm curve when he stands on the giound. 

AVe take the tirst street before us. It 
is paved with rouml jiebbles, llanked by 
very high walls, and on their whole fafades 
the sun cuts out dazzling srjuures of light, which are made still more 
vivid by the strong shades jirojected from the ojijiosite sides. 

Thc eud of Ihc street is blocked, so to sjicak, by tlie front of a 
building, through which ojiens a wide gate with anibesijues. A roof suji- 
ported by vermilion-j)aiuted bcams, covered with green tiles, on which 
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grows a mass of lichen, moss, and dry plants, projects from a heiglit of 
ten feet above the summit of the gateway arch. A soldier armed with a 
gun guards the entrance, and silent groups are waiting patiently for 
tlieir turn to go in. 

This place is the Law Court—the “Justice.” It is here that the 
Kadi decides every case that falls within his jurisdiction, and dispenses 
summary justice, the punishment being inAicted at once without more 
ado, as soon as the sentence is pronounced. 

Passing through a small arched porch to the left of the court, we 
leave the town by the eastern gate. When seen from outside, the 
old Portuguese wall, with its battlements of freestone admirably joined, 
has an imposing effect. We turn to the right, and in a few minutes we 
are in the camp. 

A butcher has installed himself at a hundred yards from our tents. 
On a cross-beam, supported by two forked poles planted in the ground, 
sheep are suspended their legs. An Arab with bare arms, his 
sleeves tueked up, his burnoose thrown back, is slaughtering an animal, 
skinning it with an old notched knife. In a twinkle the beast is carved 
in joints; and the butcher, standing in a pool of blood and mud, with 
his arms red with blood, his burnoose soiled with big purple patches, 
dresses the meat, hangs it on nails driven^n the cross-beam, suspending 
the smaller pieces by cords, and serves his customers. The latter make 
a horrible mess of the gory meat, wrangle over the price, lay the 
morsels down, pick them up again, move away, then return and slip 
them into their hood or a corner of their burnoose after grumblingly 
paying the butcher. 

One of them has bought half-a-dozen sheep’s heads, which he has tied 
together, put on his doiikey, whoin he atterwards calmly bestrides, and 
sets cff with his disgusting load all dripping with blood in front of him. 

Night has come,—a beautiful night, clear, cool, and starlit! With 
branches and dry wood our men have made a big fire, which sparkles 
and Aares, giving the camp a fantastic appearance. Waves of deadened 
noises ascend from the town, and are borne to us, dominated by the 
hollow roar of the sea. We hear the harsh tones of Autes and bagpipes, 
the roll of tomtoms, the cracking of musket-shots iired in honour of a 
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newly-married pair. Theu, aiiiid the calin of all things, iu thc shades 
of night, softly lighted hy scintillating stars, under thc sky of velvcty 
grey blue, the pale llickering gleam of a lantern ajipears at the top of a 
minaret, slowly rises, wavers, stops as it is hoisted by the mucddcn, 
whose dark silhouette stands out against the vai)oury blue of the tirma- 
ment. And, while listening in the calm of the clear baliny nights to 
these strange sounds, these priinitive nielodies, these thousand various 
noises, so specially characteristic of towns in the East—while breathing 
this Arab atmosphere, so voluptuously disquieting, in which the fra- 
grant, penetrating scents of immense virgin spaces are mingled with 
the acrid odours of aromatics, the stench of carcases rotting on tlie road, 
the strong emanations from camels, goats, mules, horses—you feel a 
sort of irresistible torjior, a great lassitude of mind stealing over you, in 
which all thoughts are blended, effaced, extinguished, and you sink down 
in an intense sensation of complete and absolute repose. 






Ain-Bouileh-Sidi Mouktar, 15//t January, 

The weatliei' continues splendiil. Just as we are starting Ingrain 
tinds that tlie silver monnting of his walking-stick has disapj^eared. 
In making a search, it is discovered that Djebel-Tarik is the thief; and 
it is decided that he shall lx! dismissed. Harris, who discharges the 
combined functions of Kaid and Kadi, takes out his revolver, threatens to 
blow the culprit’3 brains out, if he has not left the camp in live minutes. 
1 le is not the man to trille with discipline, not he ! Tlus revolvei', the 
ono he had at Sheshouan, is always ready to be taken out of its case, 
but, it must be added, it is returned forthwith, guiltless of homicide. 
He draws out this inortensive weapon just as any other maii would take 
out his watcii to look at it and show it. 

As our pilferer has received in hard cash more thau is due to him, 
Harris lays an embargo on his djellahUh, the only thing of value the 
l)oor wretch possesses, puts it up for auction, and in default of bidders 
bestows it on one of our meu, whose wardrobc is iu a rather pitiable 
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coiulition. The luckle.s3 Pjebel-Tarik, who has sohl to a negTe.s.s the 
article he purloined for the inagnificent suni of threepence, depails 
veiy inuch downcast, with scarcely a rag on his liack, pursued by the 
hootings of his “ lionest ” coinrades, who probably have not yet found 
a propitious opjtortunity for abstracting any of our bclongings. 

His place is filled by a young Jloor, Jubilee’s friend, with a face of 
Eoinan contour, answering to the naine of Abiler-Ehainan, whicli is at 
once changed into Ccesar by Ingrani j for, in addition to his inany otlier 
fads, Ingram has a perfect mania for spon.sor.ship, for giving people names. 
No sooner had we started on our travels than he unchristeiied eveiy' one 
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of our men, and bestowcd on thein the most fantastical nicknaines. 
Thc unlucky wight who has just been sent about his business luul been 
christened by him T)jebel-Tarik ; he had twisted Djellali into Jubiloc, 
Selim bad been changed into Fondak, Cassim into (lazelle, a onc- 
eyed man Cyclops, another was dubbed Sindbad, and so on in the 
same strain. His iminense dclight was to be gi>dfather, to give a new 
name to somebody or something. It did no one any harin; aiul as he 
found a swect joy in his labour of love, it would have been a pity to 
deprivc him of it. 

We make our way at a good ))ace over sandy, eveu ground, 
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intersected by paths starting in every direction. The fine sward is 
diapered with Aowers, shrubs grow on every side. We meet with 
tra^ellere; they eye us curiously, and interrogate our men who we are 
and where we are going. 

Tall negroes in red skullcaps and white gandourah are pushing 
in front of them tiny donkeys with atrociously heavy loads. Now a 
waggon heaves in sight, the only one we have seen since we have 
arrived in Morocco—an enormous waggon of olden times, like those 
that must have accompanied'the fierce, invading hor-des of Cimbri and 
Teutons when they made inroads on Gaul. It is made of thick planks, 
fastened to strong beams by rude oak bolts. The wheels consist of two 
Mocks of wood, scarcely rough hewn, joined together by an axle. Six 
oxen are yoked to this cumbersome vehicle, which is transporting a 
gigantic beam. 

When we come to a pond of fresh water, the mules make all speed 
towards it, and we have all the dilBculty in the world to prevent them 
wallowing in it, 

Tn the distance, the mountains of Sarsar raise their summits of deep 
blue, shaded with violet, towards the unclouded sky, and still farther 
ofiF can be seen the peaks of mountains covered with snow. 

Tlie numerous paths end by uniting in s» single road of fine sand— 
a genuine road—a regular h%faroad, where you are ahnost tempted to 
look for milestoaes. A broad curtain of trees stretches in front of us— 
the skirt of a wood through which the road runs, a wood of cork-trees, 
old oliTO-trees with gaunt knotty trunks, side by side with birches, 
beeches, aad trees of othei' species. Elowers are growing on the edge of 
the forest, climbing plants entwine the trees, and ivy trails ’ o’er the 
ground through ferns, mosses, and tall grass. Orioles, iinches, and 
tomtits twitter and Autter in the biunches that are interlaced above our 
heads. We advance along the fine sand, under an arch of foliage, a 
shady and breezy route. 

Through the glades you can see bleating sheep tended by little 
hooded shepherds, playing on reed Autes, herds of cows and Aocks of 
goats grazing in meadows, with an air of charming pastoral simplicity 
over it all. 




WOMAN’ CARRYING KAGaOTS. 

The sportsiueii have alightcd froin their steeils, and are lieating 
bushcs, while \ve lollow the road at the slow ])ace of our niules. Shot* 
are fircd fioiu tiino to time, and we hear thc blast of llarris^s liorrt. 
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In the thickets ohl wrinkled women pass bv, with big faggots on 
their backs, and iu the denser parts of the forest we catch sight of mcn 
liewing down oaks a hundred years old. 
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Now why does Harris sport a horn ? We have never been able to 
make out. To all our questions on this point he has always replied in 
an evasive manner, which has only left us more puzzled and perplexed 
than before. At one time we were inclined to tbink he wanted it to 
rally the idogs; but having often heard him give a terrihc blast when the 
poor beasts, with ear-drum cleft, were howling with despair at his feet, 
we have been compeUed to discard this hypothesis, which seemed so 
plausible at first. Could it be to muster the laggards ? Ho; a thousand 
times no! Forestier and I have been struggling for hours together in 
the marshes, far away from the caravan, anxiously trying to rejoin it, 
without hearing a single note of this fatal horn to guide our steps. 
Was it perchance to summon help, like Eoland at Eonceval, when, 
succumbing in an unequal conAict, he might feel his strength inferior to 
his courage ? I don’t think so, for in “ My ride to Sheshouan ” there 
is no mention of a horn at aU, and yet he was often in dire straits. 
Selim, on being questioned, confessed that he was not a whit wiser 
than we were. He had a dim suspicion that “Aissoui” used it to 
charm serpents; but that was a merely gratuitous supposition on his 
part, and would not hold water when seriously investigated. From time 
to time, on the slightest proYocation, and far more frequently on no 
proYOcation at all, you heard the sound o^ this horn, and never a hint, 
never the least sign, the most triAing iudication, the faintest shadow of 
a suggestion could put us ou the track, could help us to discover the 
actual reason, the enigmatic and of course deep-lying cause of these 
suddeh and unexpected blasts, which make us start on our mules, 
and prompt us to find out the wherefore, perhaps unknown to the 
trunipeter himself, of this eccentric, boisterous extravagance. I leave to 
a cleverer head than mine the solution of this mystery. 

There it goes again, a blast from Harris’s instrument, and we are on 
the qui-vive! I jump down from my mule, Forestier follows suit, 
and with beating hearts, gun in hand, we proceed in the direction of the 
sound. It is, perhaps, the last despairing cry for help! Harris, before 
we entered the forest, warned us, and we still shudder at the thought 
of it, that the place was infested with brigands, who plundered the 
caravans, cut the travellers’ throats without the least pity, and, a very 

H 
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serious matter, that a liou was prowling in these parts. Are our friends 
in their death-throes, under the lion’s paws, under the hrigands’ 
knife 1 Is there still tiinc to run to tlieir aid ? It is a moiuent of 
terrihle anguish, but which changes into profound bewilderment, 
mingled with some anxiety, when in a clearing we find Ingram, Harris, 
and Marshall, with their hngers on the triggers of their guns, crouched 
motionless, with bent backs, craned necks, and fixetl eyes, round the 
two dogs, who are pointiug before a tliick bush. AVe load our gun.s, and 
with the utmost precaution join the perilous circle, reaily to take our 
sliare of the danger. 

“ The lion ! ” inurmurs Harris in a hollow voice, without taking his 
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eyes ollthe bush,—“ the lion ! ” 'riie rainutes glide on, uothing stirs, not 
a roar, not a sound, absolutely nothing! an awful silence weigliing upon 
us, pregnant with dire possibilities. IVe feel the blood curdling in our 
veins. All at once bursts a roar, a long prolonged roar, re-echoing like 
the sonorous resounding of a tnnniiet, and at tlie moment when the 
three valiant heroes, with a streaiu of cold jiersjiiration on their 
foreheads, expect to see the lion rush upon them, and yet ready to send 
their bullets through him, a ... jiretty little tortoise, disturbed in its siesta 
by the incongnious “ roar ” . . . of one of our mules, comes out of the 
bush, pokes its head out of its shell, jmzzled by this unwonted din. 

Ilover, who was thought to be jKiinting, had simply fallen asleep on 
his legs in front of the bush, while Don was only ilazed. Had it not 
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been for the timely bray of the mule, the daring sportsmen would still 
be waiting for the spring of the . . . lion ! 

This furnished for Harris another deed of daring, to add to the 
already long list of his brilliant exploits of the same kind—a sort of 
appendix to “My ride to Sheshouan.” 

We are at last at the other end of the forest. We are quite dazzled, 
under the soft blue sky, of an indescribable transparency. The huge 
plateau, covered with dwarf palms, stretches to the mountains of Sarsar, 
whose intense deep blue summits bound the horizon. In the fore- 
ground, a douar, a few huts of wood and mud, and two or three tents 
near a dusty tamarisk, stand in dark relief against the sky and the 
mountains in the rear. A rick of steaw at the side gleams with yellow, 
golden tints. A Bedouin stands motionless near the tents, and his white 
garb is glittering with light in the glare of the sun. A donkey is lying in 
the shade of the solitary tamarisk. We hear the bleating of goats, the 
barking of dogs, and the hoarse cry of vultures soaring in the space. 

The road di^aws for some time yet its large clear ribbon through 
that sea of verdure; then the narrow tocks show themselves again 
with their endless circuits, and all along you cross with caravans, 
travellers, cattle. 

The plain descends in quiet slopes, oa which oxen and sheep are 
grazing. Eor two hours we ride through this wild expanse, and then 
find ourselves in a large valley. Before us, on the side of a hill, 
behind which the ocean lies, two douars are situated, so close together as 
to touch one another. The circles of their dingy tents contrast with 
the reddish brown tints of the tilled soil. They are surrounded by thick 
cactus hedges of dull, almost bluish green. Women in a file are 
wending their way to fetch water from a distant well. 

The Kaid has just halted. He said a few words to a yoimg girl 
returning from the well, stooped towards her, and she, with a lithe 
movenient of the limbs,^ull of subtle grace, lifted with her bronzed arms 
clasped with copper bracelets the diipping pitcher to the height of the 
rider’s lips. He took a long deep draught; tlien, drawing himself up on 
his saddle, he gravely thanked with a nod the child, who smiled in reply, 
and proceeded on his way. 

H 2 
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The sun is slowly setting iu the sea, kindling with its last fire a goUl 
and purple sky. Great warm fa\vu-coloured gleams, with brass hues, are 
reilected on the sea, flare ou the heated soil, and vague sounds are horue 
aloft, with sultry breeze3 and briny odours. Ere long the fiery orb has 
sunk below the horizou; the gold and puqile tints have faded in the 
sky, the lustre of the sea changes into a dull blue, cold shadows chase 
each other over the reddish iurrows, and an unbroken 
calm reigns over everything. 

The women have retunied home with iheir 
pitchers, their djouma. Men and children *(->me out 
from the douars and watch our coming. This great 
tranquillity is disturbed by the bsirking of dogs on our 
approach. 'WTien we have pa-ssed, the pack ceases to 
howl; once more tbe calm descends, and the great 
l^eace of the evening falls slowly, with its first chills, 
its deepening shadows. 

The Sheik of the village nrrives, a tall strappiug 
tellow, with strongly-marked features, a grey beard, 
eyes like burning coals, aud a wrinkled face of ihe 
colour of gingerbread. His son, a lad of teu, named 
Arvari, accompanies him. AYe induce him to stay 
aud diue with us. Jugged hare, turnips, iwtatoes, 
plum-pudding and biscuits—tliat’8 the bill of fare. 
The drinkaldes consist of water, wliisky, and char- 
treuse. 

Seated ou oue of our beds, with Eorestiers chair 
for a table, the Sheik—keepiug his sou, who teels 
quite scured, between his knees—does amplo justice 
to Western fare. lle devours with a remarkable 
appetite everythiug that is served on his plate, making his tiugers do 
duty for a fork. He wipes lus nose with a cor^er of his Iniruoose, and 
was going to Utilise it for rubbiug his greas^\ hands, if Marshall hud 
not politely offered huu small sheets of tissue paper. 

is losing his shyuess; he mimches a few biscuits with his tine 
teeth, regales lumself with plum-pudding, aud puts a bit of it aside 
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careMly wrapped in paper, in order doubtlessly to give his brothers 
and sisters at home a Mste of the delicacies of the Boumis. 

Just as the Sheik is taking his leave, enchanted with the evening, 
two enormous dishes of kousJco-ussou, fowls, and eggs are brought by his 
order as a present to us. 

Seven men have been sent to act as a guard during the night. 
They chatter and shout to each other, and we hear the loud yelping of 
the dogs from the two douars, between which our camp has been pitched. 

We have now left behind us the hiUy country, the thatched houses, 
and are ‘'going to traverse the region of vast plains, dotted by the 
dark circles of the ghima, scoured by the roving Arab, the Bedouin, 
as he shifts his tents.and cattle from place to place, doing exactly 
to-day what his ancestors did six thousand years ago on the banks 
of the Tigris and the Euphrates, proud, independent, ferocious, and— 
dirty. 

m ^ * 

This morning the Sheik is before our tent, accompanied by his men. 
He has come to pay us a formal visit, and to bid us good-bye. 

After shaking hands with us, he raised his own to his heart, 
then to his lips, and said, “ Salamalek oum! ”—May safety be upon 
you! Master Arvari kissed our fingers, «and we started off in ugly, 
dull weather. 

< We have two Sherifs ainong our muleteers, two descendants of 
Mahomet. They are cleaner, and keep themselves neater than their 
companions. They have more especially charge of the mules, shoe 
them, mend their harness, and their functions are far from being 
a siaecure. 

It is a very honourable occupation, for everything connected with 
equine matters is held in high favour in the East, where the horse 
seiwes as a patent of nobility to its rider, and horsedealer is a synonym 
for a man of gentle bir^, just as in the West wealth and nobihty are 
equivalent terms, and a big balance at one’3 banker’s is quite as good as 
old parchment deeds. The Sultans are so prolific, and the harems so 
numerous, that the Sherifs of pure blood swarm in Morocco, like rabbits 
in Australia. 
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This is a real pest, which costs no little money to maintain, for the title 
of Sherif implies a sacred character, ^sanctity in the eyes of the Arabs 
"being a qnality of blood, and therefore hereditary, rendering the person 
enjoying this title holy and inviolable. It follows of course that these 
exalted, vencrable beings cannot condescend to toil like common 
labourers, aud that they have to be supported by the nation, which 
exhausts its resources by maintaining in vain-glorious ease these idlers 
with green turbans. 

As the Sultans, in spite of theii’ goodwill and their remarkable 
vigour, have not yet succeeded in peopling the whole of Morocco with 
gi-and-nephews of Amina’s son, those who are not Sherifs make all haste 
to become so. 

Every right-thinking native of Morocco is a Sherif, and descends iii 
a direct line from the Prophet, jast as every Englishman who has any 
respect for himself is a descendant of the Xormans, as every Erenchman, 
who is anybody at all, has an ancestor among the Crusaders. As soon 
as a Moor has got fairly on in the world, he experiences the liveliest 
desire to trace his descent from Mahomet, though he hasn’t a particle of 
relationship to the father of the faithful. So much is it there, as every- 
where else, necessary to descend from “ someone,” to be able to be “ some- 
body.” Skilful geuealogists .undertake for a consideration to find him 
some forefathcrs with the pure blood of the Prophet in their veins; and 
the bigger the sum, the purer the blood. Por a few piastres more they 
will prove that he has inherited, in a direct line from the touuder of 
Islam, a wart on the tip of his nose, a less pretentious mark discreetly 
located on some Aeshy part of the body. 

When he isn’t a genuiue Sherif, or w'hen liis means don’t permit him 
to claim a direct descent duly authenticated, he contents himself witli a 
modest collateral line, with or without warranties, »:hich depends on the 
price, and if, by some dire chance or other, he has neither broad acres 
nor hard cash, he can still attain the dignity of hadj; that is, a pilgrim 
to Mecca, like our old bonze of a Kaid. • 

Of cowrse it is necessary, in order to acquire this title, to have made 
the journey to Mecca, and . . . “ non licet omnibus adire Corinthum.” 
So nowadays not every true believer can make the holy pilgrimage. 
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even though he wears out the skin of his feet fo the bones. Neyerthe- 
less, since Mecca is very far away and Algeria is very near, off he starts 
to Oran, or indeed to Algiers, begging his way, without hurrying him- 
self; and when he has got together a nice little sum, he returns gaily, 
with a green turban round his head, covered with a halo of sanctity and... 
vermin, which all comes to’ tlie same thing. Trom this time forth until 
tlie day when the angel Gabriel shall come and seize him by the tuft left 
for that purpose on the pate, in order to initiate him into the delights of 
Paradise and introduce him to the celestial houris, the title hadj will 
belong to him by the fullest legal sanction, and will be prefixed to his 
string of names and qualities; and the triie believers, as he passes by, 
will devoutly kiss the hem of his lilthy burnoose. 

The amusing part of it is that a civilised being in the West—some 
Mr. Smith, devoted to brewing or some other equally usehil occupation, 
on whom Her Most Gracious Majesty, Queen of the United Kingdom 
of Great Britain and Ii-eland, Empress of India, has condescended to 
confer, for reasons best known to themselves, the title of knight; a 
half-witted grocer, on whom the decoration of the Legion of Honour has 
been bestowed by pure mischance; a booby made “ Sir,” or a scamp 
tricked out with a stolen particle, a “ de ” before his name—w'on’t be 
able to find terms iiicisive enough to chai;^cterise the absurdity of the 
sherifomania of the natives of Morocco, to scourge with their sarcasms 
these sham pilgrims, who, however are hadji ^rith as much right as 
they are dubbed “ Sir,” or prefix the “ de ” to their names, who became 
baronets or wearers of the red ribbon by methods similar to those that 
they find fault with others for haviug emjdoyed in order to obtain the- 
title of Sherif. It’s always the same old failing that makes a man 
behold the mote in his brother’3 eye, and considers not the beam in 
his own. 

The sky has changed from grey to dark blue, with livid tints 
foreboding rain. We have been marching, slowly hltherto, through 
fields saturated with moisture, across stony tracts dotted with meagre 
clusters of ferns, then up and down numerous hills and valleys inter- 
sected by brooks and streams of water. We are now in a sandy region 
full of ravines, and on all sides is gorse, covered with its yellow 
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Aowers, alternating witli* lieatlier and clwarf palms; everywliere are 
numerous lierds of oxen. 



NASTY WKATJIKI:. 


llig drops of rain begin to fall; pallid streaks of liglit rend the 
overcast sky. The baggage niules are far behind; we halt for them 
to come up. The Kaid has collected a few dry sprigs, sel lire to theni, 
and enveloped in our waterpixiofs, down which the rain streains, we 
warm ourseUes by this transient blaze, which, soaked by the rain, 
soon dies out. 

The caravnn has overtake'i iis; we .sct out under the pattering raiii 
across the hiige, flat, glooniy ]>lain, exieiuliiig as far as we can .see, with 
faiiit depres-sions scarcely visible in the inist, to a ehaiu of hills that 
lumnd the horizon. 'riie ground is liare, barren, nigged, with here aud 
there a hawtriorn, a shrivelled tree in the inidst of gorae and liroom. 
Everywhere water: it s]>reads, stretehing in streams, widcning in 
lakes, scattered about in numl)erle.ss pools that gleam wilh a dull. 
cold lustre. 

The sky has beeome as black as ink. IIeavy clouds tinged with 
violet move sluggishly on, burst over our head.s, and pour down their 
waters in cataracts. The rain, driven by the gale, lashes our faees, the 
wind howls, beating down the gorse, which sways Avith luurmurs of 
waves, tudsting the trees, which bend till they alinost touch the ground, 
penetrating into our garments, which fl:ii) against each other with n 
crackling sound. Blinded by the rain, buffeted by the gale, drenched 
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fi’oni he<ad to foot, \ve pliinge along in a fiinoiis mood for two mortal 
hoiirs lietween the waters from the sky aud those heneath. We arrive 
at last, the riiin still poiiring down, at aii inliabited spot. We follow a 
road lincdwith t<all cactiises, olive-trees, tamarisks, which brings us past 
a saiiiUs chapel with a scpiare minaret. Oiir men, in passing in front of 
it, kneel down and kiss the threshold. Oiir tents are pitched on the 
tlank of a hill, and we make all speed to seek shelter froiii the 
tliick-falling rain. 

As we are taking tea the rain stops, the siin shines, drying oiir 
tents. A big tirc has been lit with faggoLs aiid vine branches brought 
by the village people. We wann oiir stiffened limbs by its friendly 
blaze, while Ingram, HaiTis, and ilarshall are scouring the neighboiir- 
hood in c[uest of game. At the top of tlie rising two or thrce thatched 
huts stand in relief against the sky, and oii some hillocks, Ainbs lying, 
sitting, standing, smoke cigarettes. Women are goiug to the spring, 
carrying their heavy pitchers on their shoiilders or their backs. They 
liause for a moment to gaze at the Xazarene.s, and then jiass on. 





OUU CA.Mr. 

The douur, n hundred yards froin iis, half-way iip tlie height, sloiies 
down behiud a thicket of enormous cactiises, which entirely hides our 
view of it. The only entrance lies through an opening, aboiit eight feet 
high and sLx feet wide, cut in the thickuess of the hedge. The rough- 
hewn door is fastened, not by iron hinges, but by ties of osier to the 
posts, which are joined at the top by a riide lintel. 









Y0UN'O COUSTRY GlRl,. 

witli sunny eyes, supple gait, steady look, and each of their inovements 
is full of indehuable grace. They wear white veils, tied round the 
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I advance near the gate, where a wliite-bearded patriarch and a 
group of children are gathered. Beautiful dark-featured girls pass by. 
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forehead by a coloured hancl; a short tunic, fasteue(l rouncl the waist by a 
scarlet sash, falls clown to the knee, leaving their sleuder, sinewy legs, 
of au admirable form, ancl their pretty, tiuy, delicately arclied feet, 
exposed to view. On their breast, abo\ e the tunic, slit at the sides, 
leaving the arms c^uite bare, silver clasps fasten the tucked-up sleeves 
of their ijandourah ; a short peplum clescencls just below the breasts, 
which heave gently beneath. Over it strings of massive sQver orna- 
ments curiously clinsed, intermiugled with 
amulets to ward oft’ the evil djinns, give a ' 
slight tinkle as they llit along with a voluptuous 
unclulating of their hips. 

With an elegant gesture of tlieir Ijare arms, 
eucirclecl with twisted braeelets of auticiue 
design, they maintain on their shouMera their 
heavy djourna, ancl with the other they con- 
ceal the lower part of the face by drawing over 
their lips the fringe c)f their veils. And the 
ardeut llame of their clark eyes gleams ; and when 
they jiass, smiling and curious, their white tunics 
graziug me, a sweet ancl penetrating oclourof aloes 
ancl virgin freshness rises from theirtlowing robes. 

Wretched-looking old women pass by, too, 
alas! swarthy, wrinkled, broken, 
witli .shrivelled feet and hands, 
bending uncler the weight of an 
enorinous amphora, kept in posi- 
tion on their withered, stift'ened backs 
by a cord passing over the fnraheacl. 

These have no smile on their lip.s, but 

throw nie a surly look and muttersomething Iietween their clenched teeth. 

Bellowing oxen arrive, emitting mild vai)Ours from their humid 
nostrils. lUeating goats, followecl by wild-looking young goatherds, 
lilunge in after them, Jo.stling each other in the narrow passagĕ. Ancl 
when all theso animals have passed, thcy leave behind them wanu soft 
odours of stalls and littens. 




-'Ma 
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In the twilight I inake iny •way back to thc camp. The fire buins 
\vith a brighter blaze in the early eveuing shaclows, ancl the smoke 
ascends straight in the calm heaven. There is not a breath of air; yon 
hear the barking of clogs, the noise of niill-stoncs grincling the corn. 
The fire goes out; the watchers sent by the Sheik of the douar take np 
their posts, rolled in their blankets, aud all is silent. 









8IDI-AlSS.\-nEXI-IIASSAX. 


Si'.li-AUsa-Deni~nassan, nth January. 

“ Kx KOUTE ! ” Ilarris lias souiided a Idast on his horn ; the Kaul is on in 
front. Ilrooks, whose l)lack jacket, inade glossy by the rain, begins to 
rival our guide’3 fanious burnoose, is musing in the rear, mowiug down 
the plants with his long lank legs. l'orestier, very mucli on the alert 
and looking less a Calabrian than ever, is performing feats of horse- 
manship on his big white beast. llai-shall is warbling in head-notes an 
ode to Mary Ann. Ingram is revelling in the joy of mere existence, 
well astride his fine black horse. Antonio is rolling a cigarette, and the 
caravan moves forward with gay shouts. 

Our route lies along the summits of a chain of hills, marvellously 
adorned with Howers. Our mules plunge up to the chest through 
sheaves of gigautic red glailioles, tall violet irises, asphodels with white 
tufts, and sharp pungent scents escape from these bruised stalks, these 
trodden ilowera, which rise again as soon as we have passed. And tliis 
lasts for hours. . . . Then you come across rings of dingy tents, dogs 
that bark madly as you jtass. You make a detour to avoid a carcase 
rotting in the .suu, and you lind youi-self once more aniong the tall 
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Aowers, which you pluck from the top of the saddle without stooping, 
among the strong and pure odours of which you take long deep breaths, 
the-good cool breeze that stirs up the blood. And in this joy of the 
passing moment you jog on, bereft of thought, unmindful of the past, 
careless of the future, intoxicated with air, with sun, with perfumes, 
trotting along under the blue sky, treading on the Aowery soil, 
inhaling the penetrating fragrance. And you wish that it might last 
for ever. 

We are smTounded by a circle of rugged mountains, cut open 
hillocks showing broad reddish cavities, abrupt declivities with big dark- 
shadowed erosions, sombre vallcys, barren peaks. On the outside, 
around this wild circle a second line of blue mountains, with quiet 
undulations, with ever-varying tints, rises in an imposing mass. The 
sunbeams revel o’er this desolation, warming up the red ochre tints, 
falling aslant on the sharp peaks, which glitter like bars of steel, shining 
on the crests, accentuating the shadows of the huge hssures, iUuminating 
with a sudden flash of light some far-ofl' blui.sh backgrounds, which 
seem all at once as though they were carved in blocks of sappliire, then 
tone down to a rosy tint, or melt into great faint mauve hues of 
exquisite delicacy. 

We move down again into the furrowed plains, we stumble down 
the pretty streams with clammy banks, and we find ourselves anew 
on plateaus, pushing on through white and mauve rock-roses, crocuses, 
marigolds, passing through numerous villages. In the valleys we 
cross wide shallow rivers, bordered by rose-bays, and still the circle of 
mountains lies round us, seeming to recede the nearer we get to them. 

Camels! Here is a file of camels, the hmt we have met as yet, 
slouching along with that intolerable jerking of the body, that pitching, 
insipid movement, so characteristic of them. Their large feet make 
no sound when touching the ground; they glide on with big strides, 
stretching their long necks, with the undulating motion of reptiles ; tlieir 
hideous heads, with big flat lips, hover over youi-s before you begin 
to suspect their presence, and they leave behind them strong, acrid, 
peisistent smells. 

We cross a marshy plain, one shallow stream of no magnitude. 
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then follow for a full half-liour tlie llank of an eminence covered 
with shrubs aiid dwaif palms, where cows, sheep, goats are gnizing, 
camels browsing; and near a jiretty white l-hov.ha, we turn to tlie right 
and reach Sidi-Aissa-Beni-Hassan. 

The mossy thatched roofs, the brown tents, surrounded by thick 
hedges and cactuses, are scattered along the sandy hillside, whicli 
descends in a slightly inclined plane down to aii iinmense plaiu—the 
plain of the Seboii—covered with poiids, mai-shes, and streams, that 
glitter iii the suii. The well-beaten track that runs past the vi]lage is 



l ltossl.stl A lllVKIt. 


furriiwed by ihenuiis aiid some springs, which scoop out chaiinels in the 
saud, aitd pour their waters ilown below iuto the marshes. 

There’s a lively stir iu the village, which is a great lialting-place. 
Other caravans are there: camels bellow, horses whiniiy, mules and 
doiikeys bray; theii droves of o.\en, llocks of slieep and of goats arrive, 
miiigling with the camels, the mules, the horses; lowiiig, IJeating, 
inakiiig worse the disorder. Shouts and roars liurst from everywhere; 
the coiifusioii is frightful. 

The sun, vcry low oit the horizoii, sheds still its rays on theeaith ; a 
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great purple tint spreads on all sides, warming the green, gilding tlie 
yeltow sand, reddening the far-off blue hills, and ardent reAections glide 
on tlie greenish waters of the lagoons. 

On the roads, on the banks of Aowers, on the hills, Arabs kneeling 
on their carpets prostrate themselves towards the east and repeat the 
axti<4e of their faith, the evening prayer. 

From the village, slĕnder columns of bluLsh smoke rise slowly 
towards the sky. The thousand confused clamours made by the beasts 
mount on high with a hollow, incessant murmur, like a long plaintive 
moan, and the air is made heavy with the strong emanations of animals, 
the ponderous exhalations from the marshes, the poweiTul odours 6f 
Aowers and heather. On the motioiiless waters, gleaming on the tast 
plain, herons are Aying, Aights of plovers lise from the beds of reeds, 
amid which snipe run about, moorhens hide themselves, and number- 
less frog3 croak on every side. 

The sun has almost set; the warm golden shades grow fainter and 
fainter, and as the sun sinks, the shadows of the beasts lengthen in a most 
fantastic way. Pale gleams play for a moment on the grass-tops, on the 
petals of Aowers, on the rims of stones, glide over the straw roofs, 
'the crest of cactus hedges, lighting the summits of the tents, and suddenly 
fade away. A great blue and transparent tint falls from the sky, stumping 
the outlines, toning down the harsh aspects, softening the contrasts, and 
everything merges in a cold, serene tranguillity. And ever and anon 
you hear, troubling this profound calm, the formidable chorus of the 
frogs in the plain, and the deep swelling, monotonous murmur of tlie 
cattle penned between the tents of the douars. 

Our camp lies at the lower part of the rise, between the village 
and the marsh, some yards from the caravan route. The pickets of 
our tents are fixed almost on the edge of the road; and every time 
we hear the tramp of feet near us, with shouts and bellowings, a file 
of camels and their drivers, we become uneasy, fearing eveiy moment 
that one of the horrible creatures will get entangled in the ropes and 
tumble down on our tents, working as much havoc as a bull in a 
china-shop. Men and beasts, however, file past, and 6ur anxiety is 
relieved. 
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An iucident has occurred tliis erening whicli gave us an opjjortunity 
of seeing in what a summary fashion disobedience to the orders of a 
superior is piinished. We had as usual made a requisitiou for seven 
men to guard the camp at night, 
and tlie Slieik of the village had 
brouglit them. One of the men, 
protestiug that the night wa.s too 
cold, refused to undertake the 
task, and when they insisted and 
were about to force him, he drew 
his dagger. He wa.s iminediately 
seized, disarmed, thrown face 
downwards on the grouud, and 
while his companions kept him 
in that position, one kneeliiig on 
his head, the other.s holding his 
arms and his feet, the Sheik and 
our Kaid, unfastening knotted 
thongs of leather which they 
always keej) round their necks, 
lashed him with might and main. 

His hauds were then tied behind 
Iiis back, his feet and his knees 
bound, and he was laid down in 
this state of helplessness at his 
post, where he passed the night, 
preliminary to an imprisoument 
of seveml months. 

Night has fallen—an African 
night, calm, limpid, luminous. 

The moon shines with a soft 
lustre, and the stars glitter with 
im^iereeptible scintillations in the blue immensity; silvery gleams 
tremble on the waters, aud far away the mountains stand out in 
sharp, clear, precise outlines. Here and there iires are burning, 

r 








114 AMOKG THE MOOES. 

shadowy foms are inoYing, ancl in the great silence, whtn the lea.st 
^ounil re-echoes with a strange intensity, we hear the shrill tones ^ 
the gimh’ij''nuiitir the tents, the harkiug of dogs, the gnniting ^ 
camels in the village, and from the plain come the strident cncs 
curlews, the croaking of mnltitudinous frogs, and now and again 
solitaiy yelp of a jackal mingles with all these noises, while a re. 
delicious odour fills and perfumes the air. 







IH>t:AB IN TIIK IT.AIS 0F THK SKIlor. 


1h Me Piain of the Sthou, 18M Jaunary. 

TiiE iiight has heen cold, the dew abimdant, and the water ooze.s 
tlirough tlie sides of our tents. "We set olT under a glorious sun, a 
lively sky, aiul here we are again rcsuniing our route through fields of 
asjihodels, narcissi, daisies. 

The ground is dry, the road attraetive, and so Forestier, Marshall, 
and I riuit oiir saddles, and trudge on, side by side with the inuleteers. 
We proceed at a good jiaee, and our still’ legs gct a trille more supple. 

We have remounted our mules. The plain stretches endlessly on 
with light undulations. The lower parts are inundated, forining lakes. 
covered with waterfowl, which take to their wings in great llights at 
our ajiiiroach. An eminence on our right rises, like an eyot, in the 
middle of the iilain; hou.ses built in terraoes appear in white relief 
against the green masses of a wooiled hillock. It is narbas.siz. 

Our Kaid returns with a horseman, whom the Governor of the town 
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allowed him, on his request, to take with hiin. He is to act as our 
"uide to the Sebou, to the place where the ferry-boats cross. 





The road begins to get drier, hut now and again the miry marsh 
compels us to take to side paths, which are almost as bad. This 
part of the country is thickly inhabited; the doiiars are numerous, and 
small coue-shaped huts made of reeds, negroes’ cabins, begin to appear, 
intermingled with the thatched houses aud the tents of the Bedouius. 
The djcllabiehs have disappeared; people wear the long woollen hnik, 
draped on the body. 

A few yards from the road a negro, almost uaked, his face 
seamed with bluish scars, is drawing water from a well, a large 
irregular hole, with its apertyre level with tlie surface of the gi‘ound, 
and Slling small clay pitchers encased iii wicker-work. Another one is 
squatting on the ground with two big jars before him. On their legs 
iron riiigs are riveted, to which a heavy chain is fastened, which trails 
along with a sinister clauk. They are prisoners, convicts. Farther on 
we see others, chained in the same way, working in a trench, with water 
up to their waist, under the watch of a guard armed with a long 
cudgel. 

We cross a marsh where canes and tall reeds grow, the haunt of 
moorhens, ducks, snipes. Above our heads, Hights of herons pass. 
After one more tramp over a flat aud hard piece of ground, we reach 
the bauks of the Sebou, the Sebur of the Phoenicians—the “ MagniAcent,” 
as Pliny calls it. 

Tlie broad river, with its muddy waters, its rapid currcnt, flows 
between higli, steep banks. In the almost vertical cliir a slautiug path 






^ IN TH£ PLAIN 0F THE SEBOU. 117 

has been cut, to sniooth the difficult)' of access to the two ferry-boats 
which ply backwards and lorwards from one bank to the other. 

Four or five caravans are there waiting, of negroes, Moors, Arabs, 
Iledouins. Bales, .sacks, planks, pottery, coops full of fowls, are piled 
up on the ground, among mules, donkeys, camels, horses, cattle, the 
whole braying, bellowing, neighing, bleating, lowing. It is a tempest 
of shouts, yells, and brawls, when the ten-y-boat arrives and each 
squad, eager to get before the other, tries to take the craft by assault. 
Some of the men fall into the river, others drop flat in the liquid mud, 
from which they come olT horribly soiled; others, up to their shoulders 
in water, clutch the side of the boat, and refuse to let go their hold until 
a severe bruise from the hoof of a mule or a boatman’s oar comj^els 
them, with many a muttered cnrse, to loosen their grasp. 

Iligher up on the bank soldiers in superb garments, mounted on 
horses riclily harnessed, are smoking cigarettes, waiting patiently for 
their turn to come. 



For a wliole hour we stand there cooling our heels, but ever and 
anou the furry-boat goes oll’ without us, beariug its cargo of men, boxes, 
beasts of all sorts. Other caravaus arrive, and they too want to be 
taken across. Harris, who lias bespoken the boats, is e.\asperated; he 
draws out his famous revolver, brandishes his rifle, takes aim at the 
ineu, swears that he will blow their brains out, aud plays the very devil 
among the tailors. The Arabs are not iu the least affected, and, 
thiukiug lum_mad, they withdraw respectfully from him, murmuring. 
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in a low voico, mahoul! madinan. Aml the lerry-boats still plongli 
cumbrously through the muddy waters, carrying beasts, baggage, 
and people—everybody, in fact, e.\cept us. Thc fine-looking soldici-s 

have got to the other side ; we see 
tliem land, leap into their saddles, 
und gallop ofl‘. 

Our Kaid, assisted by the soldier 
from llarba.ssi\, has managed at last, 
by dint of shouts and tlireats, to 
inake tlie boatmen listen to reason, 
and a few la.shes with thongs, 
seasonably applied to tlie shoulders 

/ ' j‘ V of some obstinate persons, who, too 

j L\ bent on cro.ssing, were trying to 

^ ' I ■ instal theinselres in the boats, have 

jiroduced greater effect than the 
revolver, the ritle, and the furiousfit 
of llarris, and we are inaslcrs of 
the situation. 

The ferry-boat, an old sliapeless 
hulk, disjointed, patched, and leaky, 
is kept noar the bank by two nieii, 
who take hold of it at each oiid, and 
tiie transliipnieiit iK-giiis. lletween 
the foot of the cliH' and the river 
tliere’s a slongli of slipper}’, liiiuid 
cJay, wliere yoii sink over your 
knees; our men take us astride on 
their slioulders, and land us aiid our 
dogs 011 board. Tlien conies the turn 
of the hor.ses and niules; a rojie is 
tied round one of their legs, the men 
tug iii front, push beliind, and tlie poor half-maddened beasts snort, 
resist, kick, and wiiid up by falling with clatteriiig hoofs into the 
baniue, where they reinain in the centre huddled up, stupetied, and 
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quivering with fear, under the charge of the muleteers, sittiug on the 
side iilauks. Fn)nt and aft, the boatmen, negroes wiih* athletic limbs, 
streaming with perspiiation, seize their heavy oars and intone their 
song. Pushing our way as far forward as possible, we make ourseWes 
exceedingly small, in order not to iinpede their movements, and at last 
we are launched on ihe yellow waters of the Sebou. 

In a quarter of au hour we get to the other side; this is dry, and 
has only a slight slope, overgrown with tliislles. We wait on the top 
of tiie bank until tlie tiunsiiort ot our animals and baggage, which 
nece.s.sitates two journeys, is com- 
pleted. 

We set oiit acro.ss the immen.se 
plain, with its line of mountains 
on the horizon. The sandy soil, the 
asphodels, have given place to fertile 
fields with ri 6 h, black mould, in 
which grow thick clusters of nial- 
lows, marigolds, colzns. We jia.ss 
through giussy marshes, broad belts 
of camomiles, whose scent follows 
us, continuing loiig after we have 
passeil tlieni. 

All along the route we meet 
with penjde, we jiass peasants with 
animals, on their way home from 
the helds, veiled woiuen on asses, 

holding children before ihem, liles of horses and camels, troojis of 
donkeys, drove.s of o,xen, llocks of sheeji. 

The sun has set, a sharji breeze is blowing, and we are still very far 
from the jilace where we intend to camj). lVe quicken our niarch, 
trottiug liriskly, sometiincs across jiloughed fields, sometimes along the 
narrow jiaths that liue them. Here and there we come in sight of agrouj) 
of conical huts, a thatched roof, a cliimp of trees. Fields of wheat and 
barley alternato with irregularly-shaped beds <>1 maize aud yellow clm er. 

The evening shadows deejien, the air grows still more cool, the 
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blue mountains in tbe distance become almost black. In tbe sombre 
vault of tbe sky, pale gleams of stars appear, and all tbe colours melt 
into a great cold grey tint, ubicb is spread over tbe wbole of tbe vast 
plain, unbroken, monotonous, inbnite like tbe sea. 

In tbe darkness we reacb a bamlet, a few bouscs surrounded 
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by straw ricks, near some tamarisks and olive-trees; and by tbe 
tlickering gleam of lanterns, wbicb scarcely ever give any ligbt, 
we pitcb tbe tents in tbe vicinity of tbe dwellings. Tbe site of 
our camp is a barrcn wuste, witbout a single llowcr or blade of grass. 
The ground is strewn witb old cboppcd straw, dusty llocks of wool, balf 
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gnawed bones, and dried thorn boughs. A foul smell comes from 
soinewhere or other, doubtlessly from a carcase rotting not far oif, a 
flozen lean, stinking dogs prowl round our tents, and the whole night 
^ong a frightful concert of hoarse, harsh, shrill voices is kept up, 
nnngled with Ijrawls and lamentable howls. 

Since we liave crossed the Sebou, we are in the territory of the 
Seni-Hassan,—an il!-disposed race, so it seems,—unruly, plundering 
tribes, given to assassination when they can get the chance. To-morrow 
shall be among the Cherabras, pillagers like their neighboum, but less 
ferocious, and more amenable to the authority of the Sultan. 









THE MOUSTAISS OF MEgUISM. 


Siili Cassim, WHh Jauuary. 

I nA.VE founcl out to-day thc cause of tlie nauseous l)reezes ancl all that 
huUabaloo of last night. Oii putting my heacl out of the teut, 1 see, ahout 
twenty paces ofi’ all the clogs of the dotiar ravenously attacking the 
carcase of a putreRed horse, which they are tearing piecemeal Milh 
fangs hard at work. Ancl to think that we have slept the whole night 
with tliis carrion uiuler our noses, while this loathsome banciuet 
was going on! 

The morning is fresh, the air keen, the sun, the beautiful friendly 
sun, is shining brightly iu the ethereal depths ovcrhead. Agaiu we 
are iii the plain, which unrolls before us with its inonotonous anJ 
latiguing uniformity, its eternal curtain of blue mountains bounding 
the horizon. 

Wc Aouuder iu soft grouud, from which hosts of birds wing their 
Aight, we skirt miry pools, traverse drier regions, through mint, tall dry 
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hemlocks, which lasli our legs, thorny jujube-trees. The sun shines 
hercely ou ni^isses of reeking vapour, iii svhich niyriads of insects whirl, 
clouds of mosquitoes hover near the ground, and in the thicket of leaSess 
trees and slender plants you see hive-shaped huts, goatskin tents with 
pointed top, mouldy thatched roofs. 

We are in a cultivated region, among clover, colzas, fields of barley 
and maize. A village rises in the midst of tamarisks, evergreen oaks, 
olive-trees. Some of tlie houses are two storeys high, and on the 
walls of yellow clay arabesques are carved ab'ove the door, indicating 
some sort of artistic tendency. Tiles of caravans continue to pass 
by us, as well as little donkeys fearfully overburdened, handsome 
horsemen with haughty bearing and splendid attire, and fine old men 
on white mules richly caparisoned, followed by a numerous retinue of 
servants. 

The rear of our baggage is far behind, and we wait for it to come up 
on the side of the road, close to a douar. We saunter up to the 
entrance; we hear loud words and suppressed laugliter coming from 
under the tents, then a nice brown girl advances witli the timidity of 
a scared antelope, and offers us eggs, which she holds in both hands. 
She is young, very pretty, slim, and finely shaped; on her forehead a 
blue cross is tattooed, and when she smiles, her tiny nacred teeth gleam 
between her nioist lips as red as half-opened pomegranates. Her heavy 
silver necklaces glitter on her breast, and her budding bosom rises and 
falls beneath her white peiilum. A tiger’s claw and a piece of coral 
are suspended as amulets to a strip of red cloth round her neck. Her 
thick black hair, with blue shades,falls on her temples iii two heavy plaits, 
whose two ends are joined together on her back. She approaclies us 
slowly and hesitatingly, and with a lithe movement, full of peciiliar grace, 
she holds out her two hands with the eggs. 

roi'estier, like a gallant knight, goes to meet her, his lips wreathed iu 
a smile, beneath his thick curly moustache, when, all at once, a toothless 
old Arab appears on the scene, and with stick uplifted chases away the 
giii into the tent, and plants hiiuself beFore the intruder, growling and 
rolling his eyes fearfully. Forestier, quite unperturbed, bows in courtly 
style to the exasperated greybeard, aud turning nimbly on his heels 
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joins us at the opening of the douar. All this gives rise to a very 
amusing mimic scene of desperate Airtation, played between us and the 
pretty girl, of whom we catch a glimp.se in the shade of the tcnt 

In the meantime, two old women, about to wash linen, have got into 
a quarrel. They heap abuse on each other with ear-splitting voiccs, and 
are just on the jwint of seizing one auother by the hair, when tbe old 
man, still armed with his cudgel, and happy at finding an opportunity 
of venting his wrath on someone, comes and puts a stoii to their brawl 
hy clutching them rudely by the neck and stationing them at opposite 
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points of the douar, after stroking their ribs with one or two smart 
applications of his matrack. 

On the road some women pass by, carrying great buudles of sticks. 

Our men arrive, and, after sending farewell kisses to ihe amiablo 
damsel iu the douar, wc set o£f and soon reach the fsebou again. We pro- 
ceed for some time along its steep banks. Its turbid waters llow at the 
foot of a clay slope nearly fifty feet high. On the opposite side, which 
rises with a gentle ascent, there are clusters of trees in bushy thickets, 
aud you perceive one or two huts, and sparse tents of canieTs skin, 
almost hidden by the vegetation. 
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We wiiul oiir way along a jiatli on tlie extreme ridge of the river bank. 
On our riglit, field.s of barley, wheat, clover follow in succession, and 
bands of plovers noisily fly out on all sides. A handsonie old 
man, clacl in multitudinous muslin folds, advances from the opposite 
direction, mounted on a tall grey 
mule with a sleek coat and nice 
small hoofs, caparisoned in sky- 
blue velvet embroidered with yellow 
silk. Soldiers accompany him, the 
long barrels of their muskets chased 
with silver glittering in the sun; 
their horses shake their thick manes, 
and white tlakes droop from their 
mouths full of foam. Wlien the 
two columns halted and saluted 
each other, his dark eyes Aashed 
for a moment. f)ur Kaid resjiect- 
fully kissed his hand, which he 
slowly put out froni underneath 
his burnoose—a delicate, finely 
shaped hand that even a duchess 
might envy. They c<jnversed for 
a moment, then slightly raising 
himself in his saddle, he .saluted 
us with a scarcely licrceptible iicrI, 
and liroceedcd on his way with his 
brilliant escort. 

Ile is, so it seems, u governor 
of some town or other, returning 
from lez. He has really a most oi,d uEaoAB womas asd cuild. 
distinguished aiijiearance, this old 

granclec, with a white beard, exciuisitely neat, lost in the light confused 
ma.ss of his immaculate musliii garmeuts, perhimed with beuzoin and 
aloes. His haughty, steady look, his grave, disdainful courtesy, tinged with 
rony, almost with impertineuce, have nothing that is common-place 
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about them, and convey a strong and peculiar “ bourpiet ” of high, 
lordly breed. 

Around us people are ploughing in the fields. Arabs manoeuvre 
wooden ploughs of the most primitive type. Tlie teams that draw thein 
are of endless variety; here they are oxen, there horses or mules, 
further on asses, or even a camel and an ass, and when there is a lack of 
beasts, women supply their place. The soil is so light, the plough of so 
little weight, and women are held in such low esteera—scarcely above 
the level of a beast—that this monstrous custom appears rpiite natural 
in these parts. 

A lad perched on a little ass is returning from the fields, his day’s 
work done, with the two parts of his plough, taken to pieces, deposited 
in the panniers on each side of his animal. 

The mountains, as we get nearer, seem higher in the sky, less blue, of 
less uniform tint; their summits are niore distinct, their lines sharper. 
You discern crevices, anfractuosities, and abrupt streaks of dark sliade. 

For an hour we ride over land with luxuriant vegetation, through 
elover, colzas, and lavender, and again our mules trample daisies 
and marigolds beneath their feet, and trot through lavender-fields. 
Then we follow the high bank of a tributary of the Sebou, a pretty 
large stream, with an abundance of fine trees on each side. We pass 
under tlie branches of huge fig-trees, old cork-trees, acacias, clearing a 
passage through clusters of myrtles, bay-laurels, in the midst ot Sower- 
bedecked gardens, through groves of orange-trees and pomegranates, 
and, aft^ advancing along rows of palm-trees, we come in sight of Sidi 
Cassim, amid the green belt of its numerous orchards, tinged with rose- 
colour by the last rays of the sun. Like a pigmy at the feet of a Titan, 
it lies beneath the extreme spurs of the mountains of Mequinez, that 
far-o£f rangc which every day was Aeeing before us like a dream. 

We have first of all to cross a lake of mud, wbich extends from one 
side of the road to the other, and then we follow a dry and dusty street, 
which brings us to a waste piece of ground, a barren, broken tract, 
situated between the suburbs of the town and the river. 

The ground is covered with chopped straw, wings of fowls, filth. 
Dark rings of trodden soil indicate the places where previous caravans 
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liave encainped. Our nieii clioose tlie cleanest spot tliey can find, clear 
it as nmch as jiossible, and tliere Me pitcli our tents. 

A young Kaid, tlie Peputy-Governor of the town, has come to 
pay us a visit. Ile caine wrapiied in white silk nuislin, and mouuted 
on a haiulsonie grey liorse, with a crimson sadille einbroidercd with 
gold. Ile is accompanied by an old man, inullled up in a light blue 



biirnoose aiid a haik white us snow, and followed by an escort of four 
horseinen, guns iii haiid. 

Ile stays to take tea with us, and seems glad to see Harris again, 
" ho inade his aciiunintance a couple of years belore. Ilis delicate face, 
luodelled like that of an Kgj ptian sphin.v, is full of e.\prcssion, and 
his reatures are extreinely inobile. lle is c-usily moved to laughter, 
‘^isclosing his finc neat teeth, handles everything, peers everywhere. 
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and plies us witli endless questions. A negro boy squats at his feet, and 
an attendant carrying a lantern is waiting at the opening of the tent. 

He takes Ingram’s fur cloak for a wolf-skin; and when he is told 
that it is the skin of a bear, he is greatly puzzled, and seems to ask 
himself what such an animal can be really like, 

llarris shows him his rifle, and explains its mechanism. The young 
Xaid takes the weapon, and asks for a cartridge to try it. They put 
■one in, and hand him the gun, with which he leaves the tent, brings it 
t« his shoulder, and fires right into the middle of a caravan about to 
encamp near us, the ball missing its mark, but wounding the paw of 
a dog that was barking at the new-comers. He then calmly gives back 
the weapon to its owner, admitting with superb indiAerence that its 
range is very accurate. 

A short time before leaving, he shows us one of his teeth, which is 
aching. Porestier gives him a lump of sugar moistened with a few 
drops of chlorodyne, and also a Uttle quinine, which he wants for one 
of his friends who has a fever. 

An hour after he left, he sends two of his servants to ask under 
the seal of secrecy for a little brandy—for his hollow tooth, no doubt. 
They have brought with them a magniScent sloughi, a hare-hmmd, 
of which their master makes a present to Harris, and a copious 
mouna for the caravan. 

This morning Harris’s sloughi has been brought to the camp. 
Huring the night he had gnawed through the cord by which he was tied 
to the bed of his new master, and had betaken himself to his former 
owner. 

We start from Sidi Cassim at an early hour. After skirting 
orchards, crossing cultivated Aelds, and a few streams, we begin to 
cUmb the foremost spurs of the mountain. A broad track of bare soil 
stretches away, looking Uke a wide strip of brown stuff, thrown over 
the short greyish green grass, that covers a steep ascent straight in 
front of us. This brings us to the top of a plateau, covered with 
tumble-down rocks, where the road ceases. 

'We proceed iu a slanting course over enormous blocks of basalt 
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lying on cleep dips, and rounded like the enormous back of some 
antediluvian creature. Tliese polished surfaces reflect dazzling glcams 
of light and suiTocatiug heat. A false step of the mule, and the rider 
would be dashed to pieces at the foot of the precipice, We pick our 
way into depressions, aniractuosities, hollows with muddy hottoras 
covered with a thick network of dry grass, plants, and briars, from 
which our entangled mules have some dilTiculty in e.xtricating them- 
selves. IIalfway from the top we find a large road at oue time com- 


I 
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pletcly paved with rough flag-stoncs, but niost of them haring now been 
earried off. The way is blocked by big boulders, fragments of rocks, 
inounds of sand. It is cut in the cliff, and fenced by a low, half- 
deniolished wall forming a parapet. The mules can scarcely kcep 
tlieir footing. 

From the edge of this first gradieiit there is an admirable view. 
At our feet lies Sidi Cassim iii its nest of verdure, witli its minarets 
of triple gilded balls gleamiug iu the sun, its mosques with greeu 
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tiles glistening with bronze tints, its white houses rising on nnmerous • 
terraces, one above the other, while through its groves and orchards 
the river winds its glittering stream. In the vast plain, the 
meandering course of the Sebou looks like silver threads, and 
farther off you can see Harbassiz, a faint white streak of mist. 
Ear in the background, on the horizon, a pale blue line bf mountains 
is lost in the sky, 

We are now in the thick of the mass of the mountains. We climb 
up' slopes, descend through valleys, cross broad grey spaces completely 
overgrown with thistles. The caravans that have passed this way 
have cleared a route through this vegetation, trampling down the 
Stalks, laying bare the soil, and from a distance this wide, beaten 
track, contrasting with the light colours of the hills, seems like a 
large ribbon of dark velvet thrown over a carpet of grey silk. 

At the base of the mountains, with tapering summits that extend 
around us in a circle, the rich and dark soil rises and falls with soft 
undulations, and big patches almost regular in form, long strips of 
deep reddish brown, suggestive of cultivated fields, stand out on the 
pale grey, the faint green ridges of the hills. Near some huts made of 
branches, colurans of curling smoke rise in the air from fires of 
green grass and herbs, and peasants, krammes, are working in the 
fields. Light vapours of very transparent blue float like gauze over 
these valleys, iilling all their recesses. 

We have just emerged from a deiile on to a sunny, open spot. 
Under the shade of a rock an old Arab in rags is sitting beside baskets 
of branges. We buy his whole stock for a triAing sum, and indulge 
in a rare feast of fresh, sweet-smelling fruit. 

The, sloughi keeps well in tow. There’s quite a scuffle among our 
men for their turn to stroke him; they think that his presence will 
bring them good luck. 

For hours together we continue through wild straits, over cultivated 
plateaus, across Aooded valleys; then we reach the crest of the last 
mountain spur overlooking a channing vale, where a tiny river 
meanders capriciously, its banks lined with woods, studded with 
plants, speckled with Aowers. 
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Betweeii us aucl the river, alinost close to it, comes out tlie dark 
circle of the teiits of a doiiar. Froin this jioiiit, looking straiglit 
before us, we can distinctly see tlie crescent-shaped curve open towards 
the river, formed by the grouping of tlie tents, surrounded by a thorn 
fence. Women are at work, seated in a circle, others are on their way 
to the river with pitehers; old nien are squatting iiear the tents, dogs 
are roaming about, and we can hear their barks deadened by tlie 
distance. 


We make our way down. Near the douar we give a wide bertli to 
a dead iV8S, only to fall across the carcase of a dog, for which liis 
infastidious tribe quarrel with ferocious growls. 
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The river is on our right, and we get nearer to it or farther away 
froin it nccording to the winding of the road. liere and there we pass 
an arch of an aqueduct near a inai-sh, a strip of an ancient ruiiied wall, 
a hewii stone buried uiider some brambles. We jiroceed for a short 
time along a goat-j>ath, on the steej) side of a hill, between masses of 
crumbling rock, heaps of sand, and tbrding the river a few yards above 
a liiie of mossy, granite blocks, over which the water gushes, we halt 
on a patch of green turf covered with Aowers, and sejiarated froiu the 
river by a curtain of shriibs. Ilere we are going to jiitch our tents, 
at a hundred yards from a village, perched on the slope of Ihe hill. 

The “guns” are scouring the ujilands, Ilarris iii front, blowing 

K 2 
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his liorn with all his inight. Its terril)le fanfare has caused a frightful 
uproar amHng the people'’p'^^the village. Under the inipressiou tliat 
this strange noise, the likc bf which they havo never hcard bcfore, is 
the roar of soine unknown fierce monster that has recently invaded 
these regions, the mcn seizo their weapons, the women take to ilight, 
the children scream, and the dogs with thelr tails betweeu thcir legs 
yelp iu a most lugubrious fashion, and still from tlie thickets, from 
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across the valleys, comes tbc vibrant, stentorian, indelatigable blast of 
Harris’s famous horn. Then thc peal grows weaker, is lost in the 
distance, ceases entirely; the terrified natives are relieved, the dogs 
stop their barking, and quiet is restored. 

The peaceful valley sinks back into ite deliglitful repose, ite tninquil 
murmurs, its winsome sadness. Tlie pretty limpid stream flows gaily 
o’er the white pebbles between its balmy banks of fiue grass studdcd 
with irises, hyacinths, daisies, bultercups, lined with rose-bays, willows. 



SIDl CASSni. 133 

poraegranntes, sluling uiuler the lea£y doraes, witli eraerald rellections, 
witli .sweet and luelodious ripples. 

Iiiiuiediately after suiiset the sky fs ^at onco covered with a 
dark blue, dull, leaden vap6ur, and on tliis dingy background the 
raountains suddcnly tingĕd with a criiuson red, glitter with ardent tints 
like molteu metals, tilling tlie valley with their scarlet gleaius, as il' 
they were reHectiiig the danies of au iiumense conllagratiou. The e£fect 
was .singulaily iinpressive, full of a wild and oniinons siileudour. 

Tlie whole iiight long the ineu on guard have beeu singing and 
shoutiug to oiie another. The jdace is haunted, so they say, and, what 
is worse, the sm-rouiiding district is infested with brigands. 








Mequinez, 21st January. 

We liave lieen shooting all the moniing on the hiinks of the channing 
iiver the Oued-raraonn, a tiibutary of the Oued-IMouin. We inade an 
hecatonib of partridges. Antonio never niisses his aini once, his 
bitch Mitza has a remarkable scent and points wonderfully well; 
Ilarris, thanks to his horn, or in spite of it, destroys a few young birds; 
Ingram and ^Marshall do inetty fair work with Ilon and Rover; 
Eorestier and I have wrought greater havoc with our pcncils than with 
our guns. 

After a fearful carnage of fur and feather, who would fain have ended 
their days iu peace in thcir favourite haunts, we cross the gi'aceful rivor 
in turns on the back of Antonio’s mule, which Sambo has just brought. 
Ingram, howcyer, following his amidiibious instincts, plunges into thc 
stream with all his clothes on, and reaches the opjwsitc bank as wet as 
a drowned rat. From thcrc we makc our way to some lioman ruins. 
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rising on an elevation of tlie ground, the reniains of Yolubilis or Kasz- 
rhariioh, rharaoh’s Castle, as the Anibs call it, without knowiug why. 

Tlie weather has clcared up, the wind has swept away tho inorning 
mist, tlie sun lias absorbed the copious dew, dried the wet coj^ses, 
hardened the slippery patlis. 

Of the anticpie Yolubilis there remains only a triumplial arch of 
clisjointed stones linely laid, facing a wall pierccd l)y' a curved entrance, and 
farther on the doors of a lcasilica. The ground, on which grow, among 
the dwarf palnis, stuntetl planks, thistles, brambles, is strewn witli 
hewn blocks and fraginents of evory kind. llases of walls broken with 
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wide gaps e.vtend in every direction, lialf buriecl under a wild vegcta- 
tion. Kumbers of pigeons rest on the suinmit of the ruined monument, 
wherc vultures and talcons have made their nests, and eagles are soaring 
away overhead. 

And the lofty Iloman town is no more. Tlie bulk of its layers of 
stoues has been caiTied otr to build the ramparts of Meq^uinez, the 
holy city of Islam, its columus luwe gone to adorn its imposing gate- 
Ways, its elegant porticoes; its marbles have served to decorate its 
palaces, as in Egypt ihe ancLent walls of ^Memphis have served as 
‘tuarries to the builders of Eostat; its columus have sujiiwrted the 
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arcades of its mosques; its slabs of porphyry embellished their 
sanctuaries. 

The ancient city, taken to pieces bit by bit, has been transported, 
stone by stone, over mountains, across plains, through Yalleys, on the 
backs of camels, in the koufas of mules, and parts of columns left on 
the roadside still mark the route followed by these devastators of the 
past, these rapacious sons of the desert demolishing the work of others 
in order to appropriate the wreck, with the same stupid recklessness, the 
same heedlessness with which they let their own work fall into decay. 

At a mile and a half from this place, in a wild glen, whose rugged 
heights stand sharply against the sky, tlie town of Mouley-Idriss rises 
in terraces on the steep slope, and the yellow ochre tints of its walls 
f6rm a marked contrast to the deep green of its gardens of fig-trees and 
olives echelonned on the mountain side. 

This towu of Mouley-Idriss is a venerated spot. Its zaouia encloses 
the tomb of the most holy Mouley-Idriss Ben-Abdallah, father of the 
glorious founder of Tes. Admittance is strictly prohibited to Jews and 
Christians, who would run the chance of being massacred if they tried 
to enter it in spite of the risk. 

Ingram and Harris, accompanied by the Kaid, have started on as 
quartermasters' to Mequinez, in order to secure our billets from the 
ĕovernor, to whom we have a letter of introduction from Si-Torres ot 
Tangier, the Eoreign Secretary of Morocco. We have also a letter from 
the Sultan, which gives a right to the mouna, and enjoins the Pashas, 
Sheiks, Kaids, and other functionaries of the empire under dire penalties 
to ^nsure the safety of our liyes. None the less, we always prefer to 
pay for the provisions that the country people bring us, and our Kaid 
jhas been instructed to settle their claims. Por some time, however, we 
have had dim suspicions that he has not paid the unfortunate peasants a 
farthiug, but pocketed a nice little suiu at our expense and theirs. .We 
discovered later on that what we suspected was only too true, and at 
Fez the old scoundrel got such a dressing from the Kaid MacLean, at 
whose house we had been most delightfully entertained, that the threat 
’of a sotind cudgelling cured him of these little freaks, I fancy, during 
'the rest of the journey. 
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We make headway along gently sloping hillsides, across sandy 
tracts and hillocks, intersected by deep and narrow trenches scooped by 
the rains. We are constantly meeting with men on foot, armed soldiers 
on horseback, droves of camels, caravans of merchants. 

Sometimes, in one of these toi'tuous galleries cut in the sand, where 
you can’t see five yards in advance, you come across a great monster of 
a camel balancing big beanis poised on each side, digging up the sand 
with a catapult-like moA^^ement. As there isn’t enough room to march 
two abreast, especially when you have one of these unpleasant heavily- 
laden beasts in front, one of yon must give way to the other and go 
back, and as the camel with his usual obstinacy does not see it in that. 
light, as the eatapults evolve in a redoubtable fashion, you deem it 
prudent to wheel with all speed and turn into the first branch road you 
can find, at the risk of encountering the same difficulties all over again. 
It’s amusing for the first time, but in the end it gets rather wearisome. 

At the edge of a rocky plateau we halt, struck by the magnificent 
panorama unfolded before us. The steep, barren declivity, littered with 
crumbling rocks, scattered fragments, cropping seams of limestone, de- 
scends to a vast expanse dotted with mounds, bounded by a belt of moun- 
tains: those in the south, straight before us, with their summits covered 
■ with snow, while farther off, a little to the rjght, rise the snowy peaks of 
the Atlas range, illuminated with the purple tints of the setting sun. 

In the midst of tbis grandiose amphitheatre Mequinez the holy, the 
white town, appeai-s like a vision. It is so far, far away that you can 
only distinguish a clear, vapoury mass of a pale fair golden tint; you 
catch a rosy reAection, a gleam of glittering metal, a green lustre Irdm 
the roof of a mosque, a yellow band with amber shades formed by Ihe 
line of ramj^arts; but all that indistinct, toned down, subdued, full of 
inexpressible harmony and infinite sweetness. 

We descend the frightful incline, we climb the hillsides, disappear 
in conhned ravines, and we come to a wooded region with park-likd 
aspecte. A large gathering of people, Aocks, droves are pressing bn to 
the city. We cross a river, the Edoum, by a large, old, dilapidatdd' 
bridge, quite grey, entirely eaten by lichen. 

We ^re now in the midst of the crowd, a feverish hurrying throng 
^ ' 
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eager lo get on, and the ineessant, the eteriial cry of balcuk, 
howlecl, groanecl, in every Yariety of tone iinaginable, ruthlessly rends 
our ears. Antonio ach ises us to urge on our beasts like the rest, for the 
gates are going to lie closed, and away we are borne in this torrent of 
men, women, o.\en, sheep, goats, horses, camels, donkeys, mules, who shout, 
roar, bleat, wliine, bellow, bray. On tliey go, trotting, running, galloping, 
rushing in a furious whirlwind up the broad road to the town. Pungent 

odours, stiAing smells are 
given ofl’ from tliat perspiring 
llesh, from those bodies clash- 
ing and .scjueezing, and a pro- 
longed jieal rc-echoes like the 
heavy roll of distant thunder. 

Amid the surging mass the 
beams on the backs of the 
camels are driven right and 
left against men and beasts 
like battering-mms. Oxen 
with wild eyes, aucl shreds of 
burnooses sticking to their 
horns, imnt and puft‘; mulcs 
bite each other, horses rear, 
donkeys kick, and tho roaring 
torrent rolls towards the town, 
is engulfed in the arch of a 
gigantic gateway, and glides 
away into the streets. This 
fi'.intic stampecle looks wouder- 
fully like a rout, a panic of defeatecl troops rushing madly into a 
town with the enemy at their heels. 

Our Kaicl, accompauied by a horseman sent by the Pa.sha to meet us, 
is standing outside the gate watching for our aiTival. lle has caught 
sight of us, makes his way through the crowd, and takes us to the 
house that we are to occupy. 

\Ve pass through broad, muddy, and gloomy streets, with scarcely a 
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soul iii them. Tiie Kaul seems in a great hurry, and leads us, at a round 
l^ace, through a lahyrintli of lanes. We pass uuder wretched arches, 
dingy vaults, and \ve halt before a low, massive door studded with rows 
of nails, the door of thc house tliat the Pasha has put at our disposal 
during the time we are going to stay at llequinez. The threshold is 
very high, the arcli very low, and we have to stoop in order to get in. 
In a .siiuare, bent corridor pai'ed with tiles we jiass through a second 
door on the left, and we find ourselves in a spacious open courtyard. 
It is surrounded by arcades, in the 
back of whieh are wide iolding-doom 
of cedar giving access into long, 
narrow rooms witli very high ceil- 
ings. In one of the leaves of each 
door there is a second and smaller 
doorway. _ 

Harris relates with much Iiuinour 
the summary fashion in which the 
former occupants have been turned 
out. This morning, therefore, he had 
resolved to set off at full speed to 
Mequinez with Ingiam and the Kaid. 

His object was to arrive in tinie to 
take the necessary steps to obtain 
from the I’asha quarters for ourselves 
and men. The Kaid had positively de- 
clined to go with tlieni, pretending 
that his jaded horse could never make such a long journey at a stretch; 
so E1 Aissoui had boldly spurred on his steed, followed by Ingram, and 
left the old soldier behind him. llarris actually confes.sed that he was 
most jndiscreet in risking his lile, without a responsible Kaid at hand, on 
tliisroad, where he would be sure to conie across fanatics of the purest 
water at every slip,and where at any moment the terrible Zemours miglit 
rush upon him from the tops of their mountains, aud then . . . it 
would havo beeii all ui) with hini and his unfortunate companion. 
The “ Illustrated London Kcws ” would ai^pear in mouruing columns. 
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Porestier would rise to the occasion with a strikiug sketch representing 
them struggling as long as a particle of breath was left; I, heart- 
broken, would give a pathetic description of their lamentahle end, their 
names would he handed down to posterity, and . . . the journal would 
print off half a million copies. 

But fortunately Harris’s lucky staif decreed’that instead of fanatics 
he should meet with worthy traders, who, far from picking a quarrel 
with him, politely greeted him, asking him to show them his revolver, 
whose fame had reached their ears, and with this request he most 
graciously complied, nor could he say nay to them when they begged 
him to sound a blast on his horn. 

At one mpment, however, he was rather startled. While fording a 
river he suddenly heard a furious gallop behind him, which he imagined 
could be nothing else than that of a big troop of mounted soldiers. Ho 
doubt they were the fierce Zemours pursuing him at a breakneck speed. 
He dug his spurs in the Aanks of his horse, who in a couple of leaps 
reached the other bank, and at the moment when resolying to meet his 
fate like a man, he breathed one brief prayer and turning suddenly 
round prepared, revolver in hand, to sell his life dearly, Iie saw. . . 
Ingram, whom he had completely forgotten, landing on the bank close 
beside him, a trifle astonis^ed at seeing him in this bellicose attitude, 
and, about two bundred yards off he descried, not the dread Zemours, 
but the poor, panting old Kaid, who had at length changed bis mind, and 
putting his broken-winded jade into a wild gallop, was struggling to 
overtake bim. After this false alarm they reached Mequinez safe anS 
sound, and there they had to wait a long tiiiie at the Pasha’s door before 
they could obtain an audience. 

The crafty prancing of Harris’s steed quickly dispersed a pestering 
crowd whose impudence went so far as to invoke all the maledictions of 
heaven on his head, and whose ignorance was so sublime that they mistook 
our beloved Kover for a black sheep. He had afterwards presented 
his letters of introduction to the Pasha, who, impressed by his chivalrous 
and imposing mien, had treated him with profound deference, and with 
leisurely haste endeavoured to find the house for him and his . . . “ suite.” 

As there were none vacant, the Pasha’s soldiers entered the first 
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clwelling tliey came to, aiicl proceedecl briskly to turu out the occupiers, 
biddiiig thein pack up tlieir furiiiture and decamii with as little delay 


5!EMOUI(S MUUSTAINEEBS. 

as possible. Tlie poor stupehed people were forced to comply: men, 
Women aiid chilclren set to work witli all speed, and in half an hour 
thcy had remoYcd all tlieir goods ancl chattels. 
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Just as a£ter the journey to Sheshouan Harris’s friends had remon- 
strated with him for his excessive daring, we too in turn heaped 
reproaches upon him for venturing upon this reckless expedition, in 
whieh with unpardonable iraprudence he had so lightly risked the life 
bf his trusty companion and his own. We felt, I must confes.s, a sort 
of retrospective terror when we called to mind that we too, without 
even a soldier to protect us, had exposed ourselves to the same dangers, 
and had escaped as miraculously from them, but with this advantage, as 
Harris sensibly remarked to us, with a swift smile, that as' we had not 
been forewarned of the perils, the pleasnre of the jonrney had not been 
spoiled by any disagreeable apprehension. The truth of this specious 
remark was too self-evident not to be accepted at once by us all. 

The house is roomy and damp. The floor is paved with tiles, green, 
black, yellow and white. A hole in the ccntre serves as a drain for 
rain-water and domestic li<iuids. ITnder one of the porticoes we hear 
the bubbling of a fountain, the water of which flows in two jets from a 
lovely piece of inlaid mosaic embedded in the wall. In the form of a 
horseshoe, it is of a charming design, the result of the alternation and 
interlacing of subjects derived from the circle and the hexagon. 
Around it is a frame of two narrow pilasters surmounted by a cornlce, 
The water fails into a vast square basin externally dressed with tiles. 
Beside it lies a big pitcher. 

At the four angles of the court are square stucco columiis supporting 
ratters of corbelled and carved cedar, which form the openii^ of the 
portico. The gallery of the lirst floor, where our men are quartered, rests 
on these rafters. The moucharabieh balustrade, with panels of various 
shapes, is a delicate piece of work, and its lines are combined with 
unerring taste. On the top of the house a terrace enclosed by a wall 
from five to six feet high serves as a roof. A completely dark windin^.'; 
staircase, scarcely a couple of feet wide, is constructed in one of the 
comers of the building, and communicates witli all the Aoors from the 
ground to the terrace. 

But everything abbut the place is old, worn, and shabby; the tiles 
of the fountain are falling one by one, tbose in the courtyard show 
numerous gaps betweeu them, the graceful interlaced ornaments on the 
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pilasters of tlie doors are chipped away, the mouldings of the imposts 
are defaced, the archivolts are hacked, the big cedar doors shining witli 
dirt are rotten, the moucUarabiehs are disjointcd and fnll of holes. 

An all-pervading dampness mingled with the nauseous stench from 
sewers fills the whole house. 

The sky is overca.st, the rain begins to fall, and our quarters assume 

a lugubrious aspect. 

• • • 

This morning, on leaping out 
of bed, we catch from our dim 
well a glimpse of a square patch 
of blue, over which big white 
clouds tinged with gold are 
rolling, bullied by the wind. 

Some Jews arrive. From 
underneath their black shabby 
garments they extract from 
dirty check handkerchiefs 
bracelets, silver collars, coppcr 
candlesticks, and imj>ortune us 
to buy at exorbitant prices these 
almost worthless articles. "W^e 
leave them toelTect bargainswith 
Harrisand Ingram, andForestier 
and I set off to seo the town 
under the guidance of Antonio. 

Our narrow alley lined by 
high dead walls opens on to a 
fairly wide street. The houses 
are rather low, and there are 
wide empty spaces belween them. Everywhere are filth, plashes of 
mud, big blocks of stone interspersed here and there. Shop fronts are 
fitted into pieces of walls cracked and split by the sun ; their foundations 
are laid bare by the rain, the closed shutters are worm-eaten, and the 
di.sjointed boards of the porches are covered with thick grecn moss. 
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A long plank-roofed passage looks like a dark hole; at the end of 
it you pereeive a square of light neatly dehned on a limewashed 
wall, and in tliis dazzling spot another hole, the entrance to another 
passage. 

In the square an enormous sycamore shadows a number of rickety 
greenish booths, most of them empty and many others boarded up. 

We halt for a while under a broad cinter gateway ornamented with 
arabesques of pure desigu. It opens in a grey waU entirely covered 
with a lepra of yellow lichen; wild plants, mosses, tlowers that gfow’on 
its ruined summit, shrubs and thistles that Aourish bqtvveen the stones, 
lend to it an aspect of utter decay and decrepitude. Under the vault 
seats of stoues are leaning on each side against the base of the wallr A 
second ogee archway of equal size faces the first and leads us into the 
coiirt pf an inn, a fondak. The skylight aperture above our heads 
is baiTed by a tall iron grating. The bevelled columns of the porticoes, 
inside the court, are protected at their inferior part by a wooden case; 
from their imposts arches start, broken by curves and straight lines, 
intersected by a triple row of superposed beams sunnounted by a 
moucharaUeh gallery. Doors on the ground and first Aoors give access 
to rooms let to merchants and travellers. 

Everything about the place is in an indescribable state of dilapida- 
tion. The paving in the cdurt is torn up, on the ground are pools of 
putrid water, in whicli vegetable refuse, legs of fowls, some horrid 
vertebrffi, are rotting; the wooden sheatlis, ornamented at the top 
by a tliin torsel delicately carved, are eaten away at the bottom and 
bespattered with mud; portions of the graceful moucharabieh gallery, 
covered with a thick coat of mud coagulated by the rain, hang from the 
first floor; stucco that once moulded the delicate edges of the arches 
and pilasters has disappeared, exposing the bare bricks, and on the 
degrqded ^apades unsightly denuded slabs still accentuate the air of 
utter forlornness, of profound desolation, that reigns in this damp and 
nauseous court. 

In some of the corners baulks and trunks of trees lie piled upon the 
ground, and sawyers are at work manoeuvring their big saws. Under 
one of the arcades an Arab is squatting, cooking food on a clay stove. 
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A massive door tliat lias fallen oll' the hinges of the second archway has 
been reinoved beside the columns, where it will remain for ever, exposed 
to tlie attacks of sun, tlie injuries of rain, insteail of being replaccd in 
its former jjosition. Now and again a door bpens, an Arab sallies forth 
silently, shuts tlie door behind him, and betakes himself off. 

We traverse vaulted pas.sages, winding lanes, sombre alleys, between 
immense, high, severe blauk walls, and the ilesperate imiformity of these 
great frontages is never broken, except at 
rare intervals, by a loophole iu the form 
of a cro.ss, a narrow aperture blocked by 
boards grey with dust, a low door studded 
with projecting nails. And not a sound 
breaks the silence of these gloomy dungeons, 
wliere our footstep.s, deadenetl by the thick 
coat of dust, ihake no noise, where at 
times a wliite shadow glides along like a 
phantom and disappears round the corner 
of a wall. And as you advance at the 
bottom of the somljre trench you feel 
oppressed by the taciturn .sadness of these 
stern fapades, these deserted streets. 

We are now near the bazaar, in a 
pictures(pie crossing. A ])art of the street 
is sheltored, the rest is oi^en ; the suii falls 
upon the walls, and the light streams in 
dazzling sheets. l’arts of walls are entirely 

” . WOJIAN OF rEZ rilOMESADIKO. 

covered with remarkably worked viouch- 

arahieh. A few shops are open; one of the shutters is raised as a 
protectioii agaiiist the sun, the other is laid iu front of the eiitrance, and 
the bulging framework of its paiiels serves as steps up to the tiny store- 
house. The street is nothing but a long miry marsh. AVe are forced to 
skirt along the walls, holding on to the awnings, to the door lintels, to 
anything that we can seize, in order to keep our footing on the narrow 
dry paths that ruu along on both sides of the way. 

Here is a handsome Aloor, with soft eyes, finely-filed and polished 
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»nails, preciously, s^t in the Aeslr, daintily trimmed, aji(l stained with 
Ji^nna!^ Draped iri his white, ^cented muslin, shod in woodan bigli- 
heeled pattehs, plaled with pointed iron caps and fastened to the instep 
hy red leathern thongs embroidered withi rose silk, ha advances with 
slow precantion, <jai'efully ^Yoiding the mud and splashes,. He passes 
close by us with disdainful indilference, intent on the beads of his 
rosary. He made his way towards a shop, lifted pne shutter, took do.wn 
th§ other, entered his niche, and sguatted in the waving ,»f the^^trans- 
parent muslins of his liaih, beside a pyramid of Hom’ of an immaculate 
'whitenesa^ 

Wp pass by the entrances to mosgues, with gigantic ogees adorned 
Witb marYjellous laces of arabesque. Through the half-open doors, with, 
brqnze httings, you vaguely perceive in the blue penumbra innumerable • 
rows of columns, inhnite perspectives of arcadesj porticoes, jets of water 
^Aowing from 'walls constellated with mosaics, and falling down into 
f marble basins, corners Gf courts paved with tiles blazing in the sun. 

,,An iron chain, supported by two bronze pillars, ia stretched across 
the doorway. On the threshold, lying rolled in rugs, horrible-looking 
iCre^uyes, eaten up with fearful ulcers, repugnant leprosy,. beg, chantihg 
the praises of Allah. On seeing us they half raise their cadaverous 
bodies, ©xhibiting their hideous sores; their eyes gleam with a deeper 
flare, their voices grate stUl more harshly, their emaciated features we 
, lib, i»y a stilj Aercer exultation, and, lifting their shrivelled arms, they 
invoke maledictions on our heads. ' • 

Then we reach the main street of the bazaar, a broad way witb 
high walls protected, by a roof of reeds on cross-beams, from the rays 
of thoi.suu, which dart through its numerous apertmos mnl‘ flash pn 
white walls with a’ thousand tongues of fire. 

* Here; as everywhere else, the middle of the street is nothing but a 
sewer, but there is a trifle more animation. The greater part of the » 
shops are open, displaying /erradjieh, scarl,et caftans, burnooses, rose, 
violet, pale blue silk cords, woven with gold. Tliey * sell dressed 
leather, beots, red, blue, and yellow slippers embroidered with sUk and 
gold, saddles, harness for mules eaid horses, stirrups inlaid, with gold 
and silver, and spurs with points as sharp as stiletbos. 
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Piles of c^pets of eoarse Eabat and Mogador wodl fill the small - 
recesses, and behind you ^tch mght ef the 'shopkeepOT huddled up in a 
small space, smoking cigarettes di- mechanically twining the beads of liis 
rosary, supremely indi£ferent t» the feTt- cnistomers that might drop in. 

Parther on are the okets occupiĕd by Jews, sonm of whom sii’e.care- 
fully .sorting- stallcs of dried earsaparilla, 8enna-leaves in little b6xes, 
while others ^ll sugar, tobacco, spices. 

Here, ,smd there a high, gi‘ey minaret rises above the cracked wallS', 
towering above the street with its powerM silhouette; its tarnished tiles 
gleam with soft lustre, and its gilded balls sparkle. Stork» have madp 
their hests between the embrasures of its gallery, and they scarcely wing 
»theii heavy Aight when the miiedden, appearing on the balcony, holsts"' 

■ the white flag and sunimons the true believers to prayer. 

-We pass a high ruined gateway, more wretched than any we have 
■yep seen. The sides of its walls disappear under a dense row of 
rickety stalls, each clinging to the other, in which hang bridles, bags, 
belts. In some nooks women squat near baskets of oranges, and Arabs 
selling dat‘es and dried figs are crouching. 

Not fiar plTi in half-tumbledown shops whose decay beggars discrip- 
tioH, odds and ends <)f every variety are heaped up: rusty sabres with 
handles of rhinoceros horn, yataghans, oM 'powder-Aasks of lantastic 
shapes, lances, guns, tambourines, Autes, harness, pottery. And all 
these relics 6f bygone days stranded there are worn, brokeii, and 
shrivelled like the frail old men with dira eyes who handle them with 
their decrepit hjwids. 

ITear by is the goldsmiths’ ^narter, a number of ■narrOw lanes- 
yunning ont of « very wide, very dirty, very uneven place, with 
inevitable stream full of refuse offaI. Centenary mulberry-lrees and 
sycamores throw a little shade pver the broad road. 

The houses are simply low cubes of masonry pieroed with a square 
hole. Inside, in front of a counter of white wood near a forge of thq 
* most infantiile simplicity, men are working gold and silver articles with 
primitive tools, and on dusty shelves silver trinkets of extraordinary 
shape arq, displayed. .These are clasps, on which, instead of emeralds 
Imd rubie.s, fal^e pearls and Yenetian colpured glass beads have been 
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encrusted ; lieavy necklaces of strange design, anklets and bracelets 
of the tiine of Mouley-Isinail, worn out by the eontact with the 
limbs, jewellcry from the Soudan. There are tigers’ claws, lions’ 
teeth set in silver, with coral iiendants to ward otf the evil eye; 
silver ilasks hlled with lohcvl for staining the eyebrows, quaint, 
curiously-chased amulets to keep off the djinns. 

Ci-afiy Jews follow us closely, 
and with a dilhdent expression 
they take out from torn and dirty 
handkerchiefs costly jewels, which 
they torment us to buy. 

Karther on are tlie armourers, 
the blacksmiths, alniost naked, 
working in larger rooms under- 
ground, mauutiicturing the long- 
barrelled muskets for the warrioro 
of the Moghrel». 

We return to the old dilapi- 
dated doorway, which is that of 
tlie Mellah, the Jews’ quarters, an 
accumulation of houses huddled 
together. 

From the slimy, shiny soil, 
raising itself higher and higher 
by the superposed coats of filth, 
rotten vegetables, and putrefying 
Ilesh, a stench for which there 
is no name rises mingled with 
abominable kitchen smells. All 
these things float in thick oppressive vapours between the sweating 
walls, where space is wanting, and you feel your heart giving way. 

In some squalid by-streets repulsively dirty dealers sell some sorts 
of repugnant goods. Scuiwy, tattered childreii swarm, wall()wing in 
gutters of stagnaiit water with mangy dogs. Pallid yellow men, in black 
skull-caps, with long greasy curly hair, pass by, with shoulders bent and 
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blinking eyes, squeezed in their dark robes, near some others with 
roseate faces, black goggle eyes, reddish locks. 

Heavy, commonplace women, of a sickly pallor, are sitting on thc 
thresholds, winnowing tlie head of tlieir progeny; and the (labliy flesh of 
their unwieldy feet ^alls in rings of fat ronnd tlieir leather slippers. 

Througli a door ajar I j)erceive a Jewess with painted brows, black, 
deep eyes, deeked in festive attire. She has a dull, jiallid, wax-like 
complexion ; on her head is a j)ointed mitre brocaded with gold; heavy 
earrings frame her face; on her legs are bangles, and her wrists are 
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encircled by bracelets, set with stones. The stuff enwloping her bust 
is quite bedizeued with gilded trimmings, and tightly j)rcssed over her 
cliemise, spangled witli gold; and her velvet skirt, with a eorner covered 
with large gold embroideries, falls straight down without a single Ibld. 

Through open doors reeking, sickening gusts escape and stick to the 
walls, impregnating the garments of this sallow-faced j)eople, whose 
imwholesome skin gives oIT sickening odours. 

We are glad to return to the mournful aspect of the big grey walls, 
the sepulchral tranquillity of the ruined quarters, to lose ourselves in 
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deserted streets, in dark passages, where grave, stately Moors, clad in 
their white perf«ined garments, wend their silent way. 

This aftemoon we set off to see the Kasbah. Tortuous lanes bring 
us to a vast arid square surrounded with walls. On our left a line of 
huge blocks crops out of the ground, smoothed by the rain, the sun, 
and the people that sit on them, and runs parallel to a high wall, quite 
sinister in its nudity. On the opposite side is a lower wall, against 
which a few shops are built. Behind us rise the crenellated walls of 
the town, dominated by two tall minarets; and we see, like a black hole, 
the gateway through which we have just passed. 'In front of us,' 
forming the fourth side of tlie square, are the ruddy, yellow, embattled 
ramparts of the Kasbah, in which opens the magistral gatewaj^ of 
Moulcy-Ismail, the cruel sultan, the great saint, the patron of Morocco. 

^ts imposing mass, interrupting the line of the ramparts, stands out 
jn its robust elegance, full of sombre majesty, between its two sqviare 
bastions, whose arches rest on short massive pillars of marble. 

The gigantic horseslioe-shaped ogee is supported on each side by 
two smaller columns of marble. A Aange of finely-delineated arabesques 
runs round it with its graceful festoons, and a square frame, a sort of 
ribbou, on which verses from the Koran are scrolled in black letters on 
a green ground, separates it distinctly frora the rest of the high fapade, 
completely hidden under the magnificent layer of its tiles. 

One stands amazed at the perfect arrangement of the tens of thou- 
sands of these little glazed pieces, whose setting is lost in alternations of 
curves and broken lines, intersecting with each other, in endless variety, 
in a series of geometrical combinations of marvellous compiexity, but at 
the same time exquisitely graceful in their charming fantasy. 

The shadows thrown by the relief of the interlaced ornaments play 
with the shimmering lights falling on the innumerable tiles, subduing 
the vigour of the tones, softening the lines, bathing the whole in an 
immense warm, calm, restful tonality, of an indeSnable harmony, which 
inclemency of weather and the patina of centuries have only served to 
accentuate by mixing yet more the shades in one great, neutral, ambered 
tint of infinite softness, of a grandiose melancholy. 

The base of the gateuAy is degraded and corroded, and the whole of 
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the lower part, to tlie height of ten feet, ha.s been whitewa.shed, and the 
delicate arabescines, the fine monldiiigs, have disappeared nnder the 
snccessive coats of linie. 

Tlie space nnder the gateway 
between the ogee facing tlie town, 
and the oppositc one that opens 
into the conrtyard of the Kaiibah, 
is covercd by a lofty vanlt. 

Here is the entrance to the 
Junticc, a little door iii a plank 
partition. Under low arches, 
bnilt in the thickness of the 
wall, Arabs are lying on stone 
steps, and the ground is paved 
with ronnd, shiny pebbles. 

Tlie fapade overlooking the 
courtyard is qnite plain, with- 
out a singlc ornament. It is 
dressed with a thick layer of 
yellowish j)laster, which is fall- 
ing away in jiatches, laying bare 
the l)ricks beneath through big 
excoriations. The ogee of the 
doorway rests also on sniall 
niarlile columns. Tho suniniit 
of the building is jiartly dis- 
mantled, and plants, shrulis, 
wall-flowei-s, grow on the ruined 
fronton, between the enibra- 
sures that are still lcft, and 
on the top of the wall with 
wliich the door is counected on each side. 

Above the doorway iron hooks are firmly fixed. After each revolt of 
the tribes the rebel leaders, hurled from the top of the battlements with 
ferocions skill, are cauglit by these sinister points, where they remain 
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exposed as a terrifying exatnple of the omnipotent justice of the Sultan, 
and the birds of prey come to pluck their eyes from their sockets, while 
life is still left in the body, and tear the quivering flesh from the bones, 
and the corpses will not be taken down until the putreAed flesh has 
come ofi' and fallen on the ground beneath in nauseoiis shreds, over which 
the dogs by day, and the jackals at night, fight. 

We are in the inner Courts of the Kasbah. We pass doorways 
opening on to large, empty, sUent spaces enclosed by ranges of 
threatening walls. We skirt along interminable grey chinked enceintes, 
grope our way under rude arches, and arrive at an airy rectangular 
esplanade surrounded by walls and buildings. 

The sky lowers, the thunder bursts, and the rain falls in torrents. 
We take shelter under a portico in front of a door plated with copper 
sheet, and fastened by a strong padlock of choice design and of original 
and intricate manufacture. From there we see, Aanked by ruined 
buUdings and surmounted by gilded balls, the green roofs of the khoula, 
in a perfect state of preservation, which contain the tombs of the Sultan 
Mouley-Abdhuram and of Mouley-IsmaU, the most venerated sultan 
in all Morocco. He was an ugly customer, this Mouley-Ismail. He 
used to cut off with his own hands the heads of the craftsmen who 
didn’t do their work to his liking, smash the bricks on the heads of the 
builders when they were not of good quality, and entombed Christian 
slaves alive if they happened to displease him. 

The rain has stopped, the sun has made its reappearance, and we 
move on from the door tliat bears the charming padlock. Near by is a 
hole in the ground, something like an opening for a cellar ; it is the 
entrance to immense vaults, extending, so say the Arabs, underueath the 
whole palace. Torestier and I venture into it. The ground slopes 
sharply down, lighted by the faint gleam that comes through the nanow 
opening. We roll, rather than descend, the declivity, and stumble to the 
bottom across the dried carcase of a camel. Yaulted semicircular roofs 
■with massive pillars extend in every direction. Bats whisk past us at 
every moment, our feet slip on viscous mattcr, and a stale odour of 
mould and rot pervades these funereal passages. We make all speed to 
escape by another gallery that brings us on to the square. 
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It is in vaults of tbis kin<l, accorcling to the jVi\abs, tliat the Sultans 
have been wont froin tinie iinmeniorial to store their treasures, antl 
tcrrible legends are told of men 
entombcd iuside thesc massive 
walls, of miserable negroes forced 
to guard these hoards and remaiu 
in these fatiil dungeons till they 
dieil, without oncc seeing the 
light of day! And, in truth, 
the sight of these lugubrions 
passages, these ruined chambei-s, 
these desolate crypts, makes you 
inclined to acccpt as gospid 
truth these strange tales, in which 
Harris, with his love for the 
niarvellous, jiuts implicit faith. 

We advauce now iilong series 
of interminable embattled ram- 
parts, of gloomy, crumbling walls 
sapped at thcir base, and only 
kejit standing by a miracle of 
equilil)rium. We walk through 
pierced viiults, pass by terraces, 
towers, bastions lying one upon 
the other, entangled in a most 
vertiginous disorder, retaining, in 
spite of their caducity, their 
ravaged llanks, a fierce iind im- 
jiosing air. 

We cross broad, abandoned 
tr.icts and between lofty, sombre 
walls, enclosing naturally grown 
gardens; we stroll over plots of thin grass full of popiiies, daisies, 
anemoiies. 

The general tone of all this agglomeration of w.alls, arches, pass.agcs. 
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ralling-down towers, made of sand and lime, is yellow ochre with long 
streaks of red hi-own. All tliese things are worn out, crumbiing, slowly 
ilisaggi-egating, and seem to have hcen cut out of hardcned sand. A wihl 
vegetation has taken root, invades and covers little by little the ruhhish ; 
raignonettes, stocks, gi-ow hetween the mosses, on the tops of the walls ; 
thorn, thistles, husiies conceal yawning gaps; gigantic cactuses spring 

iip in the hroad Sssurcs ; and 




here and there a fig-tree, a liun- 
dred years old, gi-owing in a cre- 
vice, hathes with its hlue shadc 
the yellow' masses scorched hy 
the sun. On evei'j’ side storks 
are standing motiouless ncar their 
uests of dry hranches. 

And still the endless lines of 
somhre walls, the gi’im hastions, 
the hold arches, project on the 
'] hlue sky the harsh outlines of 

tlieir hrokcn summits, and suc- 
ceed one another with that 
gloomy and oiipressire uniformity 
of dead things, so full of unuttcr- 
ahle inchincholy, of hcartrending 
sadness. 

\Ve follow a round way, 
hroad enough at tho foot of the 
i-ampart, that winds along shady 
piiddocks crossed hy hrooks, lincd 
with willows ; orchards full of 
fruit-trecs, oii which hlossoms, in a wonderful profusion heneath thc sterii 
walls, an e.\uberant vegetation. 1’etween the hay laurels, thc alniond- 
trces, the cactuscs, tliere are orange-tree.s, pomegranates, fig-trees, gi'owing 
with a siirprising vigour. IJose bnshes climb along the old mossy walls; 

hird weeds wiiid round the truuks of trees; witwalls, finches, wreiis, 
and tonitits tlutter in tlie dense foliage, warhliiig their full-throated 
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song in brilliant, clear notes; and among' the tall thick grass of these 
uncultivated gardens, gladiolus, irises, and fĕrns form a'n impĕnetrable 
copse. 

We are at length outside the town, skirting a vast square reservoir, ' 
lined with dressed stones and filled V5dth clear -water, which is almost 
hidden underneath the broad lilies. 

Not far off we find ourselves in the midst o^ strange and in&xplicable 
ruins, avennes of broken, mftssive arches with bulky, square pillars in a 
complete state of dilapidation. Some cows roam ii\ these enlilades of 
arohes, cropping the grass that grows through the rubbish, and a few 
goats browse on the tliistles that have taken root in the crevices of the 
pillars. 

We return to the town and set o£f to visit a covered bazaar. You 
euter by an ogee doorway, barred by a cross-beam to prevent mules and 
cattle from making their way in. Wooden, bevelled columns support a 
roof with apparent joists; the light comes in through grated, lateral 
windows, and the ground is paved with flag-stones. The precincts are 
vast, the shops numerous, but only a few are open, and there are not 
many people to be seen. 

All sorts of goods are sold therc, groceries, clothes, carpets, weapons, 
harness for horses and mules. Harris and Ingram bargain for some 
pretty things, and get them tolerably cheap. Harris, who has the 
commercial vein right down to his finger-tips, is endowed with a 
peculiar faculty for discoveriug rare and curious articles, and for 
obtaining them at an almost ridiculously low price. He devotes hours 
to the task, but at last he exhausts the proverbial patience of the 
Orientals, and that’s saying a great deal, and winds up by caiTying off 
what he has been haggling for. With his quiet, crafty ways, I would 
back him against the wiliest Jew any day. Eight under Forestier’s 
nose, he whisks olf, with the deftness of a conjurer, some knicknacks 
which that terrible brigand, his beard now bristling with disappoint- 
ment, had but a few moments ago seen in imagination hanging on the 
walls of his studio. Some amulets of original design, on which I 
bent my longing eyes, fondly fancying that I had them in my hands, 
were snapped up in a trice, and quickly disappeared in the wallet 
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of the faithful Selim, proud of being the depositary of his master’s 
purchases. 

If Harris spends hours in concluding a bargain, Marshall, with his 
lymphatie nonchalance, devotes days to the task, and that explains why 
he bought only one article at Fez, a handkerchief worth about three 
shillings, which the shopkeeper let bim haye, a week later, for eight- 
pence, to compensate him, no doubt, for this procrastination without 
example. As for Ingram, he bows to the commercial superiority of 
Harris, and leaves him to do all the bargaining, which he has no reason 
to regret. 

They have spread before us superb carpets of soft shades and 
delicious designs; they have brought out from dingy nooks silk and 
velvet garments embroidered with gold, ,^tuffs woven with gold and 
worked with silver, rare old arms, stirrups inlaid with gold, and sabres 
with Damascus blades; and we set off dazzled by all these riches, 
most of them relics of distant epochs, which were produced from their 
dark holes by these grave, courteous dealers, gliding silently, like 
shadows, in their shrouds of muslin. 

♦ ♦ * * * * 

It is bitterly cold tliis morning, and snow is lalling. From the 

terrace at the top of our hous^ we see the mountains, quite white. An 
hour later the snow ceaseS, the sun appears, and with the sun the good 
and welcome warmth. 

Forestier stays behind to hnish a water-colour sketch of our house, 
while Harris, Marshall, and I set off with Ingram, who is provided with 
his photographic apparatus, and w^e wander the wdiole day through the 
town, photographing doorways of mosques, streets, and picturesque 
nooks. 

This miserable apparatus of Ingram’s—ho%v many times I have vented 
my curses on it—later on ! How many times I have hurled anathemas 
on this pseudo-artist, this automaton in a polished mahogany or cedar 
box, this awkward, shy myope and presbyte at the same time, unable 
to see right through the complicated arrangement of its concave and 
convex lenses, that infests to-day the United Kingdom with its dingy 
productions, its livid images, perverting the taste of the public, and 
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producing, as the consummate ex]jression of art, as the true criterion of 
the beautiful, a stupid copyline, a detormed and lugubrious picture of 
men and things! 

And to confess, after all, that I spent no end of trouble on the 
creature, overwhelmed him with delicate acts of kindness, supported his 
tottering stand; that, with almost maternal solicitude, I helped Ingram 
to restore to his morocco case this wretched chameleon, this perhdious, 
spectacled serpent, tbis ungrateful Cyclops, and thus tranquilly paved 
the way to my own ruin, and that of my “ confreres ” of the pencil. 

Insinuating himself by degrees into the journal with the timidity of 
a poor aspirant, he presented himself, hrst of all, with downcast eyes 
and hypocritical candour, as a simple docuraent, an auxiliary, something 
te assist the avtist’s memory, taking up a very small, modest space, a 
back seat, reiegated into a corner, scarcely noticed. Then all at once, 
poking out his elbows vigorously, he extended his borders, took the 
place of others, and strutted about with the impudent insolence of a 
parvenu, monopolising every page of the paper, overflowing on to the 
oover, encumbering every part of it, side by side with the senseless 
advertisements of sliopkeepers, soiling, with the veriest platitudes, the 
immaculate vellum, formerly reserved for the niasters of the peiicil, 
who for more than half a century had charmed the public with their 
original works. 

Was it possible to suspect that this shining Fandora’s box, so 
seductive in its exterior, contained in its Aanks such dire evils; that 
this accordion-shaped instrument, which seemed, from its mild, inoffen- 
sive aspect, nothing else than a cfaild’s plaything, was a terrible engine 
of destruction, an explosive substance that was destined to pulverise the 
world of art ? 

pould I ever imagine that a dreadful monster was crouehing like a 
tiger jungle in the shadow of its camera-obscura, hatching sinister 
schemes, and patronised by the " process,” in connivance with the too- 
grasping editors, was preparing witk a light heart the exodus, was coldly 
plotting the destruction of a mournful band of designers and engravers, 
elements in the future, useless in a mechanical journal ? 

And poor Ingram! Utterly oblivious of the fact that the Tarpeian 
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rock is very near the Capitol, was it possible for him, too, to suspect, 
when, owing to this photographic ci-aze, deveIoped into a fatal mania by 
ambient semitic inAuences, by clumsy, short-sighted advisers; when, 
thanks to this sudden sweeping of a grumbling dot of expensive, ill- 
tempered artists and stubborn engravers, he was eiTecting a prodigious 
saving and piling up heaps ct money, that the day was not far distant 
wben this glorious journal this well-bred, artistic, and original memorial, 
would, as well as all his other doomed congeners, utterly collapse, 
assassinated by photography? What a fall would be there! This 
beloved and inseparable companion of the enlightened and respectable 
people of Great Britain and its colonies, this unique and splendid 
collection of sketches taken from life, these pages quivering with reality, 
fuU of picturesqueness, humour, and graceful fancy—the “ Illustrated 
London News! ”—this monumental work of art tliat rose complete froni 
the brain of a creative genius, as Athene sprang in full panoply from 
the brow of Zeus! 

Had he ever felt a faint presentiment of such a monstrous and 
improbable event, the “ Illustrated London News,” that giant with a 
powerful circulation, dying of anaainia, and giving its last gasp for want 
of suAScient circulation, in spite of the fabulous sums spent in vain 
efforts to resuscitate its po^ularity ? 

How could he for a moment imagine that the public, the very select 
public that takes delight in turning over the beautiful illustrations, 
might one day get disgusted with the idiotic profusion of photographs 
and advertisements, and cease to buy a journal which, after having 
been a characteristic feature of the times, was becoming only a vulgar 
coUection of portraits, photographs of mere nobodies, an omnium 
gatherum of ankylosed sketches, acquired at haphazard from any chance 
photographer, a shameless parade of stupid and pretentious commercial 
advertisenients ? 

Oh, if the unfortunate, reckless accomplice of the collodion 
could have fonned only a dim idea of the disastrous consequences of 
his unreAecting enthusiasm for the invention of Daguerre, of the result 
of his fatal complaisance to interested counsellors, and foreseen the 
final catastrophe that must involve both himsell and us! 
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But was there ever a newspaper eclitor who doubted anything, or 
could foresee something? 

^ ^ ^ 

We are going to leave to-niorrow. Forestier and I take advantage 
of a radiant sun to go and sketch, here and there, in the town all the 
morning. 

In the afternoon we set off to inspect the great gateway through 
which we were borne by the surging crowd. We traverse once more 
the narrow lanes, covered passages, pass under a dilapidated arch, 
then another facing it, and fall into a large square surrounded on 
every side by ruined walls, behind which gigantic fig-trees raise their^ 
heads. 

People are encamped under tattered tents, asses are lying near 
a flock of goats on the chopped straw that covers the ground. A 
large number of square girders are propped against the walls, or lying 
on the ground, the lower half rotting in the mud, the upper warping 
in the sun. A minaret iu a street near by towers majestically above 
the walls, and overlooks the square, which is shaded by its great 
violet tint. 

Before us rises the huge doorway, whose enormous ogee stands out 
against the blue sky. We have passed ^nder its lofty arch, through 
its tall, heavy doors plated with copper sheaths. When seen from 
the outer side it is imposing, Aanked by its two bulky towers with 
ruined summits and cracked Aanks, its vast contour intersecting tlie 
line of the old ramparts, and its yellow mass Ibrming a barrier across 
the long, broad road that descends to the bottom of the valley. The 
steep and rugged slope, lined on one side by walls, and on the other by 
thick hedges of cactuses and reeds, is broken and furrowed, depressed 
by hoUows with jutting rocks, battered and polished by the tramp of 
the caravans. 

It is simpler aud yet as grandiose as the gateway of the Kasbah, 
with its two square pilasters ascending to its top, and crowned by pro- 
jecting capitals ornamented with pendentives. It entirely disappears 
under magnilicent traceries of interlaced carvings and glazed tiles, 
entwined with consummate art and a wondrous wealth of fancy. 
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gleaniing in soft, clull hucs, melted into a grey neutral tint of exquisite 
hannony. 

Parther away, built against the wall that runs along the road-side, 
is the tonib and the lchouha of the renerated Sidi-Ali-Ben-Hamdouch, 
and its pretty monumeutal fouutain close 1)y. 

The ensemble of these gi’aceful edihces stands very clear against a 
cluster of olive-trees, with dusty, greyish-green leaves. The arch of the 
doorway in the khouba is of an admirable pure style, a simple 
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moulding enchcling it interlaced at the top, and cntwined with a 
squarc band that forms a frame around it. Above the arch reigns an 
entablemeut with an open-worked corbelled cornice coYcred with a roof 
of green tiles overgrown with grass and moss. A paved, sloping 
])athway lined with paiupets leads up to the entrance. 

The adjoining fouutain, whoso cornice is like that of the khouha, 
but de])ri\'ed of a roof, is built in a more elaboratc manner. From the 
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centre of a Gothic arch of tiles, channingly designed from subjects 
derived from hexagonal and octagonal lines combined ■with a masterly 
taste, the clear water falls into a big square trough. Around the 
cinter unrolls an ornament<al triple row of arabesques of a very 
decorative e£fect and deft workmanship. 

We return to the town before the gates are closed. 



M 
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Djtdida, 25<ft Jannary. 

\Ve bid adieu to thc “dead” town, the Yersailles of Morocco. Tlie 
weather is sidendid. \Ve trudge along by thc side of enille.ss rows of 
decrepit, falling walls, we disappear under vaultcd passages, we cliinb 
over heaps of rubbish. 

Ncar the Tes gate we descry a group of horseinen on a paved 
hillock. It’s the Pasha of Mequinez with his suite, who has conie to 
say good-bye, and to invite us to cainp near liis conntry liouse, where 
all our wants will be supplied. 

He lias a liandsome appearance, this white-bearded Paslia, with tiiie 
features, in his robe of mauve silk, his haik of white imislin, nioiintcd 
on his mule, magniScently caparisoned, at the head of his sniart 
soldiera, in garments of various colours, their long muskets llashing in 
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the s\in. Hariis went forward and thanked hiin. Tlie .stately old nian 
howed, laid his liand on lii.s, heart, and tlien, turning round, departed 
with liis escort, while we continucd our way by the side of the old 
tottering walls. 

We pass under one niore arch, and then we arc outside the town. 
The shallow streain tlows over a bed of pebbles ainong big blocks of 
stone, bathing an entangled niass of trees and shrubs at the base of the 
ramparts. Hundreds of women, 
most of tliem negresses, are wash- 
ing clothes, treading the linen with 
their naked feet, and chanting 
witlioiit intermission. A few nien, 
after rinsing the only gannents 
they possess, spreading thein out in 
the sun, are waiting, peiTectly 
naked, until they are dry enough 
to put on. 

We halt for a moment near a 
ruined bastion at tlie toji of tlic 
iiicline that we have just climbed. 

From this spot Hequinez presents 
a striking view. Above the lines 
of forniidable ramparts lying one 
upon tlie other, and entwined in 
a series of frowning walls, unae- 
eountablc intricate enceintes, dis- 
mantled towers witli gaping clefts 
rise in rows, running into eaeh other, 
piling up in an infinite way, the innumerablo terraces of houses, the 
green roofs of the niosques, the tall minarets, and the bushy sumniits 
of tho forsaken palaccs of the Sultan. And over all tbis sepulcliral 
whiteness, scorched by the implacable sun, weighs the mournful sadness 
of the old town, expiring amidst its grim ruins. 

The home of our Kaid is at Hequinez. Ilis emotions at seeing his 
iamily again must have bcen very deep, for he scoms quite jaded to-day. 

XI 2 
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He frequeutly lags beliind, and looks oldcr, more bcnt, more shrivellcd '’ - 
than ever. His sunken eyes, his tense skin stretched over his bones, 
his jerked automatic movements, give him the aiipearance of nn 


OI.D BRIDOE. 

articulated mummy. His face has such an expression of indehnablc 
gloom, of profound depression, of forced resignation, that you can’t help 
feeling pity for the poor careworn old creature, 8tiffening on his saddle, 
•suppOTting with stoic calni the acute consciouaness of his bygone youth. 
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of liis exhausted strength, powerless notwithstanding the energy of his 
desires. 

Our men behind him smile maliciously, and the old soldier, upiight 
with a rigid posc, a particle of life still left in his old worn body, 
moves on, his eyes fixed, looking straight in front of hiin, seeing 
nothing with his dead purblind eyes. 

After a wood of olive-trees, there are iields of barley between high, 
yellow, cracked walls, the remains of forts. Then come again the 
immense plains with dwarf palms, bounded by horizons of blue 
mountains, and beyond them by peaks covered with snow. We ford 
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cool waters with Aower-bedecked banks, and at the bottom of a steep 
rocky ravine we cross a bridge with a shelving ridge, and a single arcii, 
under which reeds are growing. At an angle of the bridge, in front 
of a thatcli liut, a negro witli empty sockets, frora which streaks of 
blood trickle down, iniplores the pity of travellers. Afterwards the 
idain begins afresh witli the dwarf palms, the barren tract, its rocky 
table-lands, where underneath limestone arches with greenish slabs, 
streams run and llow away into gorges and ravines. 

For some time we skirt a rivulet and halt near a hamlet consisting 
of about a dozen tents and thatched cottages. 

In frout of us, about three miles ol!’, rises the Zahroun rauge, with 






166 AJIOXG THE MOORS. 

jagged summits, rent with deep breakings. They are iiihahited by 
imcontpiered tribes, recognising no authority. The people of tlie 
yillage relate that a few days ago thcse iierce mountaineers cut an 
envoy of the Sultan to pieces. 

Whilc the camp is being pitched, the Nimrods scour the region 
itjund about. We hear the Idast of llanis’s horn, the crack of guns, 
and the lucky sportsmen returu abundantly provided with game. Our 
larder is full to ovei-tlowing with partridges and quails. 

The weather gets liad after sunset, the sky is covered witii ominous 
grey clouds, and the rain falls in torrents. Tlie whole night long thc 
Arabs on guard have been singing and shouting to one another iu the 
battering rain. 
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DJcdidu, ‘JGih Janttary. 

Tiie weather lias turned fine again, the s^in is wann and the sky blue. 
Tho countiy is full of game. Ilarris, Ingram, and Marshall start with 
Autonio iii pursuit of covey3of partridges, and we take a diirereut route 
with the caravan and the Kaid. We arrange a meeting-place not far 
away, a bridge on the mad to Fez. • 

The Kaid scems uneasy. Caii it be the mountains hard by, infested 
with plundering tribes, that are making him auxious ? Is there somo 
other reason ? I am unable to find out. Ile carefully examines the 
lock of his inusket, tries the trigger, primes it afresh, and holds it ready 
to fire. He then digs his spurs into the llanks of his beast, which, thougli 
retainiug its immutable pace, has assumed a brisker gait, and keeps all 
the while twenty yards ahead of us. We march in close file. Nobody 
speaks; vague, restless uneasiness weighs on everybody. Is there 
some unexpected danger threatcning us ? Are we going to be attackeil 
at auy moment ? 
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For quite lialf an hour we have noticed on our right, on the farthest 
crest of the hill that bounds tlie jdain, an anned horseman, who is 
galloping in a line parallel to ours and seems to watch our every 
movemeut. Xow and again he stops facing us, keeps iminobile for a 
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moment, liis gun across his saddle, and sets off again at full speed along 
tbe edge of the hill, without ever losing sight of us. What the deuce 
does all that mean ? 

The Kaid grows more anxious, he ofteu pauses, raising his hand to 
shade his eyes, which seeiu to scrutinise the dips of the plain and the 
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recesses of the mountain. And still on our right the dark shadow of 
the Aeeing horseman stands along the sky. 

We have reached the .farthest limit of the plateau, the mysterious 
horseman has disappeared like a vision, the Kaid has resumed his wonted 
expression, our men have begun to chatter again, and we have strapped 
our guns across our shoulders. This time we are at last relieved from our 
fears, if in fact there was anything at all to be afraid of; it was not 
written that our death-knell should sound tjiis very day. 

The slope from the plateau is arid, streaked with broad strata of 
grey rocks roughwith enormous blocks of limestone indented at thetop. 
At the foot of the declivity flows a river, the Mehdiouna, between wooded 
banks that form a strong contrast to the bare and rocky incline. 

From the bridge we catch sight of Ingram in the middle of the 
stream making his ablutions. A crowd of Arabs are eagerly watching 
this stout, plump, lusty boy with a fair skin splashing about like a 
young seal in the water that whirls in sheaves around him. 

This part is much frequented by caravans and travellers, who 
generally lialt liere. A knot of soldiers of the Maghzen are plunging 
their horses into the stream. A rich Moor, accompanied by his harem, 
is installed under the shade of an olive-tree; some of his servants are 
holding the mules by their bridles, other^ are preparing a repast; his 
veiled wives, reclining on the grass, are fondling sweet babies dressed in 
rose, blue, yellow, amaranth and green silk, and many bursts of laughter, 
peals of joyous shouts resound from the variegated group. A grey- 
bearded pasha has just dismounted, and his attendants have laid down a 
carpet, on which they spread provisions. 

Above the bridge, the water flows smoothly between banks lined 
with canes, irises, gladioles, willows, rose-bays, and is lost to sight farther 
down under the shade of clumps of olive and orange-trees, whose 
appearance assumes a very green tinge when contrasted with the red- 
brown colouration of the bare slope. In front of the piles of tlie bridge 
are clusters of reeds, whose tall slender stalks rise above the parapet. 

Below stream the river preserves the same rural aspect, but two 
hundred yards lower down its bed sinks suddenly in brusque dips, and 
the water rushes on in a series of boiling falls. Trom the top of the 
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abrupt and alnio.st yertical banks you can see, at nearly a hundred feet 
below, the precipice, the foaming waters clearing a passage between 
enormous rocks which lift their black heads in the midst of the current. 
At the bottom of this steep gorge a wild yegetation Aourishes. On 
earthy and rocky islets, fig and olive-trees are growing aniong thick 
bushes. From narrow strips of alluvion, kept froni slipping by roots 
and beits of mossy rocks, spring up gigantic reeds, more than twenty feet 
high, their tops gilded by the sun and their roots bathed by the stream. 
Plants cover the rugged sides, penetmting into the crevices, winding 
round the sharp projections, and a thin fresh blue vapour, together with 
the dull roar of falling wateis, mounts constantly from below. 

We stay behind to make a few sketches, but the feverish, enthu- 
siastic sportsmen go in front, dealing destruction to every creature they 
come across. 

We branch off from the Mehdiouna, and three miles away we come 
up with Harris, Ingram, and Marshall resting from their fatigue near 
another river. We ford it about fifty yards above a frightful waterfall 
three hundred feet high. 

Tkis stream is not unlike the Mehdiouna, but wilder, fiercer, and with 
yet more character. The landscape up-stream is calm and mournful, 
cultivated fields slope gently down to its banks, but not a tree, not a 
shrub breaks the desolate monotony of these tilled lands. 

The scenery down-stream presents a wild and awful spectacle. In 
an immense arid plain bounded by a low dark blue line of 
mountains, in a red-brown clayey soil, a gigantic chasm has been 
ibrmed, as if in some feaiful eonvulsion the earth had been suddenly 
rent in twain. At the bottom of the gulf, obstructed by huge calcareous 
blocks, broken masses of basaltic rock strangely shaped, heaps of stones 
scraped aud polished by repeated frictions, the rumbling stream whirls 
and eddies furiously, and the enormous mass of water dasliing into the 
empty depths, falls foamiHg into the abyss with a tremendous crash, 
howling its terrible and harrowing wail. 

On a level plot formed by the siuking of the ground and over- 
hanging the precipiee, Bedouins have erected their tents; and at every 
hour of the day, at every hour of the night, they hear the incessant 
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tluincler of the cataract, tlie dull rumour of the waters eating away the 
hase of tho cliff. And one day the steep rock, underinined in its 
foundations, will di.sappear in the surging billows, sweejnng away 
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ererything with it, and 
tlie inen of the carayans 
who will hear of tlie story of the 
hindslip, of tlie destroyed plateau, 
tlie engulfed yillage, will say 
it was writton that the will of 
Allah be done, and other Hedouins will pitch 
their tents in the crumbling steeps of the 
accursed ravine. 

Only a year ago there existed a stone 
bridge daringly thrown over the abyss. It has inow fallen in, borne 
away by the winter Hoods, and the ends of the bridge, with strips of 
paved roads, still remain on each side as mute witnesses of the catas- 
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tropbe. And the indifferent Arabs now cross the ford just as tliey 
formerly crossed the bridge, which will never be rebuilt, any more than 
will be reconstructed the niined walls of Mequinez, the fallen down 
palaces of the aneient Sultans, the superb mosques of Islam. It was 
written, praise be to Allah! for everything is written in Morocco, even 
that which cannot possibly be written. 

Our men are some way off from here, in a village where we are 
going to encamp to-night. From the top of a hiUock we can see them 
and the mules. We make our way towards tbem across tilled fields 
with the sportsmen on oiir Aanks, who let off their guns right and left, 
rousing all the country-side and causing great excitement. 

The Sheik of Djedida, for that’s Uie name of the village, e^asperated 
no doubt by this «nexpocted racket, has treated us in a very surly 
fashion, refusing to supply us with anything at all. But Harris, the 
impetuous Hai-ris, always a stickler where his “ amour-propre ” is 
ooncerned, extremely touchy about his own dignity, and of a punctilious 
susceptibiUty about his reputaiton as a man that can’t be triSed with, 
quickly brought the old curmudgeon to his senses and handled him in 
fine style. 

Directly he had quitted the saddle he had called on the Sheik, who, 
«naware .that a letter from thq Sultan—a letter out of date, be it said ‘‘ en 
passant”—authorised us to make a requisition on his services, had 
received him with marked coolness. Harris, furious at seeing himself 
treated like a mere errand-boy, had, with a theatrical gesture, thrown 
down the letter at the feet of the Sheik; the olBcial had picked it up, 
reverently kissed it, and put it to his brow. Then after informing 
himself of its contents he had apologised, put himself entirely at the 
service of Harris, held out his hand, and bade him welcome. 

But incensed at the indignity put upon him as an unappreciated 
illustrious traveller, Harris had Aatly declined all—the proffered hand, 
the -e^euses, ’the welcome,—and in an Arabic jargon whicli fortunately 
HO one understood but himself, he heaped on the poor astounded Sheik 
a variety of the choicest epithets, spurning him as a miserable cur, and 
then had withdrawn forthwith, like Achilles, in wrathful indignation 
to his tent. 
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"Wlien the iniserable fello\v presentecl himself at the camp to )-ene\v 
his excnsc!S aml liis offers of service, Ilarris hacl liaughtily refuseil to see 
him, and had told the Kaid to hand to the suppliant a list of thc 
provisions that were to be furnished immediately without any remune- 
ration. Tlie unfortuuate maii had retired in coufiision, in order to 
))rocure the mouna that had been exacted in such an im))erious 
manner. 

Harris had struck a mighty blow. He had proudly vindicated his 
prerogatives, chastised as he deservcd the behaviour of this vile 
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^loor, who had been so presinuptuous as to refuse the mouna tu 
strangers until he had been a.ssurecl by a ^vritten order that they had a 
right to it, had been so utterly blind as not to see at once by our faces 
—by Ilarris’s at least—that we were bearers of a letter from His 
Majesty the Sultan and Sherif of Morocco. 

It is (puto true that if ^iom the very first it had been handed to him, 
he would forthwith have com))lied with tlie instructions of his sovereign, 
woulcl have treated us according to tlie teuor of the document, and this 
regrettable iucidcnt would never have occurrecl. That would have been 
more logical, I confess, but we should liave lost the fine scene betweeu 
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Ilarris and tlie Sheik, the theatrical elTect produced by throwing do\Mi 
the letter, and tliat was well worth a slight violation of common-sense. 
And moreover, could Harris, A1 Aissoui, could the liero of Sheshouan, 
demean himself so far as to furnish a mere subaltern with a proof of the 
yalidity of the demands that he was making ? Xo, it was out of the 
([uestion, that would have been too debasing, and Harris, for fear he 
should lower himself, had already got himself hnnly scrcwed on the 
pedestal of his fame while waiting for a belitting occasion to havc his 
bronze statue placed upou it. 
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27M Janvary, 

Ix tlie early liours of tlie inorning \ve are startleJ by an infernal din, 
and Ilarris, nmeli excite(l, anJ armeJ from lieaJ to foot, ru.shes into oiir 
tent witli tremenJous blasts of bis born. 

He explains in a fe\v words tbat tbe yillagers bave baJ lately a crow 
to i)luck witb a neigbbouring Berl)er tribe, anJ at tbat very moment 
tbey were gathering all tbe men fit for service to go anJ try conclusions 
It sban’t be saiJ tbat tbere’s bgbting going on near bim witbout bi.s 
^ appearing oii tbe .scene. He will accompany tbese valiant warriors, will 
be tbeir “ stratĕge,” anJ will make tbem mow bunJles of laurel.s. llis 
terrible born sball sounJ tbe cbarge, anJ, if need be, tbo retreat. iJuly 
priined anJ loaded are bis trusty riHe anJ bis famous revolver, tbe 
terror of Mussulmans. 

AVe mildly suggest tbat tbis ipiarrel bas uotbing to Jo witb bim, 
tbat be is not involveJ in tliis village squabble, tbat perbaps tbe 
jieople wbom be is bent upoii externiinating may be more in tbe rigbt 
tliaii tbose wbo are going to attack tbem. But it’s all of no use. Ile 
bas smelt powJer, tbe funies of battle bave taken {Kissession of bini, 
be’ll let olf bis lirearms all tbe same, rigbt or left, in front or bebinJ, 
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into the air and into the ground, it doesn’t matter where so long as they 
go off. His heroic spirit rises superior to all considerations, and he 
rushes out of the tent, singing at the top of his voice: “ Forwards, all 
ye good men and true ! Porwards! by Jingo! up and at them! ” 

Fancying for a nioment he is slightly deranged, or suffering from 
a sunstroke, we follow him in order to avert, if possible, the disastrous 
consequences of this bloodthirsty feeling, this unaccountable fit of 
martial fury. 

What he said is quite true. The whole village is undey arms. 
Tall, strapping, bronzed fellows, with hardly any clothes oh, armed with 
long guns encircled with copper bands, are moving about and talking 
with great animation. With his carbine slung across his shoulder, his 
•revolver in hand, and his case crammed with cartridges, Harris moves 
from group to group, haranguing the men, and offers to share their 
perilous enterprise. They examine his gun, his revolver, his cartridges, 
his horn, his knife, and the stalwart fellows scan his figure with a 
grimace of disdain. They will be very pleased to borrow liis weapons, 
but they Aatly decline to encumber themselves with his person. 

Our Kaid comes to the rescue. He wams the Sheik, who hasn’t 
forgotten the dressing he got last evening, that if anything happens to 
Harris, he will be held responsible for it. Accordingly, our impulsive 
companion arrives, after duly considering the matter, at this conclusion, 
that he will certainly serve as a target for both sides. His warlike 
fever abates, and while deeply regtetting that he is not able to utilise 
this superb opportunity of adding a fresh leaf to his crown of laurels, he 
yields to our pressing solicitations, and allows himself to be dragged 
away by Ingram, who wants to photograph the wild ravine, and the 
soldiers set off laughing on their expedition. 

Profiting by the departure of the warriors, the women, freed from 
any restraint on their curiosity, gather together with shoals of children 
froni, every nook and corner of the village, in order to inspect the 
roumis. 

In the meantime Harris and Ingram return and seize the occasion 
to photograph a few groups. Though terrified at first by this big black 
spider, which glares at them with its one solitary eye, they soon get 
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used to it, and even proceed to treat it with a familiarity that bodes ill 
for its stability. In spite of that Ingram succeeds in taking some fine 
typical groups. 

We set out between thick rows of women, children, and old men, and 
follow paths skirting fields of barley and cokas. Then the cultivated 
region ceases, wild plants make their appearance, and before us stretches 
a vast plain lowering down in a very slight incline; bounded by the 
Zahroun chain of admirably transparent blue. 

The broad expanse of asphodels reappear, the endless tracts of dwarf 
palms, the fresh streams, the little lakes with flower-clad banks, the 
clear pools gleaming in the sun. ' The ridges succeed one another like 
the crests of frozen billows, and the breeze sweeps over us laden with 
the strong odours of plants and Aowers. 

Tufted larks run on every side, almost under the feet of the mules. 
Near some pools, lost in bulrushes, herons rest rigid oh one foot, their 
beaks warmly ensconced under the down of their wings. 

At long intervals you notice brown patches cut out on the emerald 
tints of the vast grass-land. They are fields cultivated by the inhabit- 
ants of the douars, whose soihbre tents with pointed roofs you perceive 
in the distauce. 

All along the route we meet with numbers of people and animals, 
soldiers on horseback, veiled women on mules, asses, camels, horses, and 
always in front of us extend far-off blue mountains aad the snowy 
peaks of the Atlas. ‘ 

We are near a river with a placid current and clear shallow water. 
The grassy banks are covered with Aowers; shrubs, reeds, and beds of 
bulrushes form islets in the middle of the stream. There is a bridge, 
a fine bridge with several arches almost intact, decorated with mosaics, 
surrounded by layers of pale dead-green tiles, on which unroll in black 
letters, in a winding calligraphy, verses from the Koran. The parapet fs 
adorned by interlaced mouldings corroded by lichen and the rain. The 
bases of the piers are hidden by a network of grass, thistles, shrnbs, which 
sprout from the interstices between the stones. Amid bushes and cactuses 
a tall palm-tree rises towards the parapet, sitle by side with an old twisted 
fig-tree, itslong narrow shadow falling on the grassy soil dotted with daisies. 

N 
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We notice on one of tlie banks foun(lations of grey stones with ruildy 
streaks and patches of yellow lichen; strips of creviced walls over 
which vines and jessamines climb ; dressed jagged stones lying in the 
fine grass, and in the nooks aud comers of the walls are entangled thick 
masses of shmbs, of plants, of Aowers. 

There’s not a breath of air stirring, a profound calm reigns over the 
broad plain, and in the endless vault of the sky the sun slowly descends ih 
its dazzling splendour, bathing with golden gleams the great melancholy 
of tliings. The green aro shaded with warm tints; amber-colour 
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glazings run on the old grey walls; duU lights glide along the inter- 
laced raouldings, shining over tho old tarnished mosaics, reAecting oii 
the immobile waters; the denuded blue mountain tops are lineil witli 
thin scarlet fringes, and far away in the south the ices of the Atlas 
glitter in rosy hues iu the purpde-tinted sky. 

The caravan, which had fallen behind, now overtakes us. We imrsuo 
ourwayfor some time longer along half-hidden paths, tlirough the niidst 
of dwarf palms, and the plain of Fez stretches away before us, a vast 
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green plain,‘from the midst of which spring here and there solitary 
eyots of redrbrown. 

We pass some ploughed fields, turn to tfie left into a path lined 
with trees and quick hedges, over which asses stretch their curious 
heads, oxen gaze at us with their’ big melancholy eyĕs. We hear the 
snorting of horses, and get within sight of a villagQ. 

Large holes level with the ground like pit-mouths appear in Several 
places; they are empty silos, and as the twilight falls we advance more 
and more cautiously. Marshall has nearly fallen into bnp of them, 
which was completely concealed uuder brambles and thorns. . 

The villaga consists of a few thatched cottages and of brown, colour 
tents streaked with black bands made of goat-hair. A little farther 
off we perceive another village standing in clear relief against the 
blue Lackground of a chain of hills. Between these and the camp, 
lakes, or rather big ponds, extend, surrounded by bulrushes, marshes, 
and bogs. On the otUer side of the lakes, very far away, you distinguish 
bare, ruddy hillocks^ a narrow line of trees of bluish green, the Sultan’s 
gardens near Fez, and far behind all these the Atlas, with its eternal 
snow, the whole bathed in a great neutral shade, soft and harmonious, 
brought by the deepening twilight with its dewy and shivering freshness. 
* » * „ * 

The night has been cold, white frost lies on the shrubs, and stiffens 
the grass. But the radiant sun appef\rs, inelting the light coats of ice, 
and the trembling drops evaporate in transparent vapours, in blue 
spaces, the softened grass bends under the warm breath of the breeze, 
and the leaves Autter on the supple branches. Myriads of imperceptible 
tiny lyinged beings whirl desperately, iilling the air with their ceaseless 
buzzing. lFar aloft larks are soariiig out of sight, chafing their numbed 
wings, and only a faint echo of their morning song reaches our ears. 

On the lakes hosts of geese, ducks, plovers are disporting them- 
selves, and from among the rushes snipes ^tart, and bustards wing 
their heavy Aight. 

In the village we hear the prolonged lowing of oxen. Men are 
setting out to work in the fields, womea are tending the cares of their 
households, milking cows, fetching water from the spring hard by, 

N 2 
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grinding corn between two stones, weaving coarse stuffs of goat or 
camel hair; children are playing, and tall old gaunt men, clad in 
woollen haiks, standing, leaning against the walls, or squatting on the 
ground with their long sticks beside them, are basking in the sun. 

And then a feeling of intense felicity steals over you, and a violent 
desire to live for ever this simple, healthy country life, that flows 
tranquilly, unilormly, immutably, to-day as it was yesterday, as it will 
be to-morrow, and as it will be for ever. 

The route of the caravans lies between the douar and our tents, and 
horsemen, foot-soldiers, files of camels, and Aocks of sheep are constantly 
passing by. 

A troup of men on camels advances, preceded by a grey-bearded 
negro in a white turban, and followed by an escort of horsemen. Men, 
bareheaded and nearly naked, are tied on the camels; heavy chains are 
fastened to their ankles and wrists, and streams of blood run from wide 
tears produced by the constant friction of the rings against the flesh. 
They are the chiefs of rebel tribes, Beni-M’ter, who are being taken to 
Morocco; and for days and months under a broiling sun, over barren 
regions, across wild ravines, they will go miles, in order to end their 
wretched days in a loathsome dungeon. And on they are driven, their 
energetic heads proudly erect, and a grim expression on their fierce 
faces, accepting their fate with that passive resignation to the will 
of Allah, before which the whole woiid of Islam bows without a 
murmur. 

The victim8 of the Sultan’s wrath have passed, and the sportsmen 
have returned ■“ bredouille,” sr nearly so, and not in the best of humour. 
Harris is in a lamentable ^t^te, jaded, covered with mud from top to 
toe, and considerably vexed. He was pursuing some birds in the 
marshes, and riddled with shot the nozzle of a cow projecting between 
the reeds, having taken it for a bustard. 

After we have Snished dinner, our men rush in to tell us that a 
fire has broken out in one of the houses in the village. We run to the 
spot, carrying lanterns, for the night is pitch dark, and a score of times 
we risk falling into the yawning silos. When we get to the place, we 
see the men lifting their arms, invoking the name of Allah ; the women 
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wail, the chiklreu scream, and they all keep staring at the Aames 
without making the least effort to arrest their progress. Tlie one 
exception was an old woman with a child clinging to her back; she 
hlled a small wooden bowl with water from a jar, and poured it on the 
raging fire, with the ouly result to make the Aames burn brighter. 

Antonio was one of the first to arrive on the spot; our men have 
brought pails, and under his guidance everybody sets to work, and in a 
few moments tlie fire is extinguished. 
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Fez, Tuesday, 20th January. 

Foii some days we have ceased to be chamied with Marshairs 
crystalline-toned voice, chanting the praises of “Mary Aun.” 

In consecpience of liis obstinate refusal, in spite of our repeated 
remonstrances, to covcr himself with a suilicient number of blankets at 
night, and also of his reckless dietary laws, for he used to dcvour half- 
ripe oranges whole-sale, he is now. sulTering from dysentery, which has 
brought him down very much. 

Tliis morning we came across, at a bend of a path, our old Kald, 
engaged in washing his clothes. lle had laid his gun, his sabre, 
his bag, in fact all liis warlike accoutrements, on the ground. His 
horse, ticd to a bush, was nibbling the leaves with the tips of his 
lips, and he with naked feet and bare head, by the side of a jiail of 
soapsuds, was hopping in rather a lame fashion on his wretched dripping 
toggery. 

A few articles already washed were spread out on a hawthorn hedge 
to dry. Wlien seen from a distance in this guise, treadmg the pile of 
wliite linen with his bony lank legs, his burnoose tucked half way up liis 
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thigh, his bald pate glistening in the sun, he looked for all the woiid 
like an enormous heron stalking over its eggs. 

Everybody is in the saddle, the Kaid in front arrayed in clean linen 
and a brand new blue burnoose. We pass by the few hillocks of ruddy 
sand, and all at once from the top of a last ridge, Fez, the old capital, 
the Mecca of the Occident, comes in sight, standing out against the 
peaks of the Atlas between the two high mountains on its sides. We 
descry a great grey line of crenellated ramparts broken with square 
towers, from the midst of which rise numberless teiTaces, mosques, 
minarets, and the fierce walls of the Sultan’s palace. We proceed for 
some time along narrow intersecting paths, through fields of barley, and 
we are at the foot of the ramparts of the town. 

The lofty walls when seen close by have an austere, menacing aspect 
with their dark embattlements towering into the sky. We pass under 
an immense decrepit ogee gateway eaten up at the base, and enter a 
large courtyard enclosed by gloomy walls, where we halt. The wall 
facing us, in which there is another gateway, rises to a prodigious height, 
pierced in its thickness with holes through which the sky is visible, 
spotted with yeUow patches from which the coat of mortar has fallen. 
A few of the embrasures remain intact; all the otliers have disappeared, 
as well as a part of the crowning. On the left the square is barred by 
another enceinte of not so great a height, but in a better state of preserva- 
tion. On the fourth side, on the right, they are building a wall, which is 
already four yards above the ground. It is being built in tcMa. This 
mixture of sand and lime is run like concrete between two plank 
partitions propped in a vertical position by stakes fixed in the ground, 
joined in pairs through the masonry by cross pieces, which are drawn 
out when the mortar is solid enough. This explains the multitude of 
holes which you remark in all the buildings in Morocco. 

About forty masons armed with wooden rammers are at work on the 
top of the wall, chanting in unison, and between each stanza they batter 
all at the same time the concrete, in order to ram it down. On catcliing 
sight of us they aU turned round as one man, with a movement that 
looked very comical in its automatic simultaneity. They suddenly 
ceased their singing, staicd at us with broad grins, and at a signal 
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given by their foreman s\verved round once more in an amusing “ volte 
face,” with their backs towards us this time, taking up again their 
monotonous plaint, beating time with the 
thuds of their beetles as they ram the mortar 
in tune. 

Harris has gone to ask the l’asha for 
rpiarters for us and our men. While they 
!ire unloading the mules a crowd gathers 
round us, wind their way between us and 
our baggage, and we have great difficulty in 
getting rid of them. Dirty, tattered tents of 
black, yellow, and grey are pitched on every 
.side. There are rickety stalls in whicli 
food is sold, kitchens in the open air 
where camel-drivers take their meals, 
water-carriers clash their brass goblets, 
negi'e.sses crouching in the suu sell tlat 
cakes of bread, barbers are shaving their 
customers uuder open sheds propj^ed by 
stakes, camels with shackles on their feet 
are bellowing terrihcally, mules are rolling 
in the dust, frisky young donkeys are 
trotting, kickiug about in every direction. 

Through the midst of this motley throng 
resplendent horsemen clear a passage with 
their galloping steeds, soldiers are loitering, 
veiled women in white haiks move on, while 
knots of naked lads rush about like ferrets, 
yelling and shouting. 

Harris has returned; hc has got no 
accommodation from the l’asha as yet. While 
waiting for him to come to some decision 
we are going to make our way into the town. 

The mules are loaded again, and passing through the second gateway 
we follow by the .side of crenellated ramparts a (^uagmire of a road 
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pbkructed by big blocks of stone broken up by tlie cavernous mouths of 
; silos, gaping. apertures of rained vaults. Clearing one more ogee gate- 
way, we reach the iniier part of. the town, Fez Djedid, the new Fez. 
Proceeding along.narrow streets and others of greater width more 
frequented and lined by houses, shops, high decayed walls, we trot 
under arches, vaulted buildings, roofs of reed. Now and again we halt at 
.a crossing under the shade of an oM fig-tree with boughs outspread over 
the terraces of. the houses, in order to let the caravans, the droves of 
. oxen, and thc files of laden camels pass by. Then we plunge under a 
ward’s gateway. with triple arches, beyond which there are no more 
shops. We descend a tolerably wide street with a steep slope between 
houses with bare fronts, crumbling walls supporting plank huttings, and 
we halt on a broad crossway. 

Here Harris leaves us, taking Ingram with him, whom he wishes to 
introduce to Kaid Maclean, an English oiiicer in the Sultan’s service, 
whose acquaintance he made last year. He lives in the neighbourhood, 
and Harris is going to take the opportunity to explain the state of our 
atTairs to him, and ask his advice and assistance. Time is pressing, the 
Pasha doesn’t seem in a hurry to find us lodgings, and we are running a 
great risk of sleeping in the open air. 

Eor three hours we are kept cooling oiy^ heels, impatiently awaiting 
his return; but since, like Sister Anne, we can see no one coming, we 
seud one of our muleteers on a reconnoitring expedition, and to remind 
A1 Aissoui that we are shivering in our saddles on a bleak crossway, 
exposed like a band of redskins to the curiosity of a malicious crowd. 

It is well we took this step, for after a few minutes our messenger 
returns, and reports, what we had strongly suspected, that Harris had 
quite forgotten us. 

After introducing Ingram to the Kaid, he could not forego the 
pleasure of initiating the latter into the terrible vicissitudes of “ my ride 
to Sheshouan.” The Kaid had, with his usual urbanity, listened with an 
attentive ear to the Aowery periods, the learned digressions, the striking 
reAections of the poet-traveller, and Harris, encouraged by this tacit 
approbation,wasgoing to continuewith a "visit to Wazzan”when theunex- 
pected arrival of our messenger had brusquely reminded him of his duties; 
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The Kaid, prohting by the occasion, had leaped on to his horse, which 
was waiting ready saddled in the court, and had sat off, accompanied by 
Harris, leaving Ingram lying on a sofa, where he had fallen sound asleep 
from the very commencement of “ my ride to Sheshouan.” Five 
minutes later tlie Kaid was on the spot, shook hauds with us, and invited 
us to take up our quarters under his roof, 

We thankfully accept his kind offer, and follow his lead. We enter 
a aarrow lane lined by garden walls in which our stirrups grate, for the 
path is so strait. Turning to the right and then to the left at a part 
of the road where the least slip would have plunged us with our beasts 
into a stream that drives a mill in front of us, whose ticking we can 
hear, we pass through a low door opened by an old negro, and we are 
in the Kaid’s garden, an orange-grove, where saddled horses are tethered 
and soldiers move to and fro. Our host introduces us to his brother, 
Captain AUen Maclean, and our kindly hostess, Mrs. Maclean, enter- 
tains us in the most charming manner. 

• * « « • • 

We are to stay at the house of Captain Maclean, wbo lives a short 
distanee off, in a pavilion, in a delicious garden of orange and citron- 
trees, gaily decked with Aowers and watered by fresh streamS. 

In a high, vast room witji unciovered rafters, supported by a strong 
pillar in the eentre, and lighted by a large grated window, our camp-beds, 
which are put up, and our baggage piled on the floor, fill up the captain’s 
elegant dwelling. A narrow staircase in a corner of the building leads to 
the ground Aoor^nd the terrace. Just before you get to the landing there’s 
a recess, occupied by Ahmed, a fine young Moor, our host’s servant. 

From the terrace we got a view of the town rising amid a belt of 
valleys in an infinite number of white terraces, from the middle of which 
surge the square towers of the minarets, the menacing enceintes of the 
ramparts, the tall yellow walls of the Sultan’s palace. Down below a 
portico stands in front of the pavilion, and its triple ogee arcade is 
supported by pretty octagonal columns with a coating of limewash. 

In front of this lajade a louatain pours its clear water into 
a broad deep square reservoir formed level with the ground and lined 
with mosaics. Its overflowing waters escape in rills between the Aowers, 
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the plants, the clusters of orange and lemon-trees. Their boughs laden 
with fruit form a verdant dome above the reservoir, and their leafy 
fringes graze the walls of the house and penetrate right through the 
window grating into our room. 

The sun shines through interstices of the thick leafy vault on the 
ground in an endless numher of luminous Aickering spots; warhling 
birds wing their Aight; the wind rustles over the top of the trees. Now 
and again an orange falls into the reservoir with a splash, making the 
water leap up in diamond sheaves. 

Mosses, lichens, saxifrages cover the rugous summits of the old 
walls surrounding the garden. Honeysuckles, convolvuluses, bindweeds 
hide the crevices, creep over the crumbling masonry, crawling through the 
shrubs. A guantity of plants, gorged with sap, grow in an extravagant 
profusion and luxuriate in every nook and corner of the dilapidated 
parts, and a fresh delicious odour perfumes the air. 

. This morning, at breakfast, Harris related to us a stormy interview 
that he has just had with the Pasha. This gentleman, last evening, on 
the presentation of the letters from Si-Torres, bad at once promised to 
find us lodgings. When the evening had drawn in, and the Pasha had 
not kept his word, Harris had returned to the charge and insisted that 
some house or other should be put at our disposal before the 
nightfall. They had soothed him with deceitful promises, and while we 
were at the house of Kaid Maclean, our men had received an order to go 
and encamp on a waste piece of ground hetween Old and Kew Pez, and 
there they had spent the night. 

That was a serious want of respect, to which our fiery comrade could 
not by any nieans tamely submit, and it had actually spoiled his first 
night in Pes. So as soon as he had got out of bed he had set off to the 
Pasha, whom he found dispensing justice, surrounded by soldiers and 
officials. Without paying the least heed to his presence, the Pasha had 
with the most tranguil indifference continued to call and to try the 
various cases before him. 

Harris’s patience was utterly exhausted by this complete disregard 
of the courtesy due to him, this insolent unconcern. He had leaped 
into the hall with Aasbing eye and provoking mien, and then with a 
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thrilling voice called wpon the functionary to keep his promise forth\vith. 
Thc lattcr, incensed at being thus treated in his own sanctuni, had 

Aatly declined to do anything. 

At the last affront A1 Aissoui 
liad sent orders to liis soldiers—for 
so in his nohle wrath he termeil our 
muleteers — to strike the camp, 
enter the town, and to go and 2 >itch 
the tents full in front of tlie 
Sultan’s windows. Theu turniug 
with a defiant air towards the 
Pasha, he had threatened liim that he 
would let oir guns the whole night 
loug uutil the Sultan himself—he 
laid strong emphasis ou ‘’himself” 
—should come and inquire the 
reasou of this unwonted discharge 
of musketry, and then he would let 
him know how shamefully he had 
been treated by his subordinate. 

In order to get rid of Hairis, 
tlie Pasha had then sent one uf 
his .soldiers to fiud some house or 
other; but the wily rascal, following 
no doubt the directions of his chief, 
who wanted to revenge himseU' 
on Ilarris for his aggressive impor- 
tuuity, and to have a laugh at him, 
had taken liim to a dirty, lilthy 
cowshed. 

This supreme insult had driven 
sTiiEKi’ is rKz.. A1 Aissoui beside himself. He 

returned to the court, poured out a 
torreut of ahuse, made the ears of the Pasha tingle with a shower of 
eiiithets opjirobrious to the last degree; but the facetious representative 
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of the Sultan, who all the while had been making merry at the e.xpense 
of our irascible friend, tinally put an end to this unseemly joke by 
letting for an exorbitant sum a middling sort of house where Harris 
could lodge his “ soldiers ” and stow 
our baggage. 

• « • • 

Marshall is very weak, he can 
scarcely stand on his legs. The 
Macleans liave init up a bed for 
him in their own house, sent 
for Dr. Linares of the Krench 
mission, a friend of the himily, 
and they leave nothing undone for 
him. I.«t us hope that he will be a 
trifle more careful in the future, and 
will take heed of our warnings. 

\Ve set off to the town, 
accompanied by Selim and our 
Kaid. Everything is quite as old, 
as decayed, as decrejiit as at 
Mequinez, but there is more life, 
more bustle. The buildings are 
higher, the crowd is inore lively, 
more noisy, but the houses, 
mosiiues, palaces, fortifications are 
mingled and interwoveii in the 
sanie inextricable fashion, the sanie 
odd coniplexity of architecture. 

Series of arches one above the 
other are erected at great heights 
across the streets, buildings are 
thrown like bridges at dilTerent 
storeys frora one house to the other. Ou their fafades are grafted little 
canted bays with domes, supported Iiy carved corbels of cedar-wood; 
storeys project on olTset beams artistically carved, aiid between the 
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tops of the houses, which almost touch one another, you perceive a 
strip of sky. 

One feels oppressed between these high, gloomy, bare walls, pierced, 
at long interyals, by a narrow loophole, a grated window, a low entrance, 
now and again, where through a door barded with rows of nails, which 
half opens and is shut at once without noise, a white shadow disappears. 

We pass under long vaulted tunnels oozing with moisture and 
stained by mouldiness; passages with carved rafter ceilings. Here and 
there lovely fountains spread over the tottering walls their rich mantles 
of mosaics, the marvellous interlacings of their arabesques and their 
delicate traceries. 

Through wretched ogee doorways we get glimpses of courtyards 
surrounded by aicades and hlled with*folk, cattle, and steeds. These 
place are caravansaries, where entertainment is afforded to man and 
beast. 

At every moment you pass under double and triple ranges of 
elegantly decorated arches, with indented ogees. There are wide holes 
in the paved street, and you hear the sound of rippling streams. 

In some of these streets it is diCBcult to move about, the crush is so 
great, and ever and anon in front of you, behmd you, beside you, always 
and everywhere, you hear ,the continuous yelping, the execrable, 
menacing cry of baleiik ! 

Galloping soldiers pass by on ^orseback, and before we have time to 
squeeze ourselves against a wall for fear of being run over, there comes 
the yell baleuk ! 

Camels laden with planks, piles of wool, sacks of barley, come 
stalking along, obstructing the whole street, thumping their heavy loads 
against the walls and jostling th§ people in front of them —baleuk ! 

A drove of oxen driven by fierce herdsmen biocks up the way, and 
ere we can take refuge under the arch of a gateway or any other nook 
at hand, in order to let the menacing tide flow away —baleuk ! 

An important functionary, an amin, attended by servants, is riding 
along on his mule, his Anely-shaped head set off by the folds of his 
muslin haik—baleuk ! 

Then comes a magnificent negro horseman, one of the Sultan’s guards. 
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a bokhari in white sulham, clad iii the folds of his silk haih, mounted 
on a hlack liorse —Baleith ! And stillfor ever baleuh! still in the towns 
in the villages, along the roiites— 
everywhere, hum in your ears, buzz 
in the crowd, the eternal baleuk! 
the incessant, the inevitable watch- 
cry of the iloghreb. 

We quit these noisy streets an<l 
roam through gloomy labyrinths of 
lanes, passages, blind alleys, where 
awful silence reigns, where carcases 
are rotting. We stumble over big, 
lean, maiigy cats with bristling 
backs, clinib heaps of refuse, piles 
of rubbish ; we skirt yawning lioles, 
at the bottom of which the watera 
of underground canals nm with a 
dull noise, gleaming with a cold 
lustre. 

Then we suddenly cmergc on . 
open spaces, orchards, gardens, 
lanes lined by low walls, cracked 
by the sun, covered by yellow 
lichen, saxifrage, slender plants, 
bushes, above which hg-trees spread 
their twisted branches; orange-trees 
laden with fniit form a bower over 
our heads, and the breeze warmed 
by the sun sweeps by with tragrant 
odours. 

On every side you hear tlie 
trickling of water, the rolling of 
millwheels. You constantly come across streams of water rushing froni 
mossy walls and disappearing with a hollow murmur under vaults. 

Donkeys ladeu with sacks of coru and llour pass by, driveu by 
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white-powdered lads, and yon efface yourselves along the walls to make 
room for them. And everywhere, in the middle of these ruins, of this 
absolute decrepitude, one remarks, even in the least details of architec- 
ture, an acuteness of ohservation, a searcli of elegance, a rehnement of 

taste surprisiiig. On the worm-eaten 
doors of empty houses are sus- 
ponded, half torn away froiu their 
fastenings, marvellou3 knockers of 
wouderful shape, and chiselled with 
exquisite taste and ainaziug sureness 
of hand. Horseshoe arches witli 
curves of admirahle punty ave 
adorned with delicious laces of 
arabesques, of mosaics, composed 
with a rare felicity hoth in design 
and colour. Angles of walls are 
chamfered with curves aiid broken 
lines that are charming in their 
unexpected effect. On the fronts of 
the houses, decorations in high relief 
011 the stucco produce plays of light 
and shade that delight the eyes by 
breaking the wearisoine inoiiotony 
of the great bare walls. 

Sometimes iu onler to embellish a 
simple opening, an unpretentious win- 
dow,treasures of art andpatience have 
been spent on the elaboration of a 
series of arches, sniall colunins, ogees, 
interlacings,ornamentnl designs, coni- 
binations of curves and straight lines, 
that unite in producing an architectural jewel of an adorable fancy. 

• » • ' * » » 

To-day we are going to visit the bazaars. The zigzag paths lined by 
old walls near those of the Kaid’s, bring us into a rather broad, long 
street that slopes sharply down to the shops. 
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The top of the street is baiTed by a great crenellated ogee gateway, vei’y 
dilapidated, and propped by beams. A little way lower down auother 
ogee gateway opens in a grim embattled wall, Aanked by octagonal 
towers ; a triple row of arabesques encircles the cinter, and the upper 
part of the ^ajade is covered with interlaced carvings and mosaics of a 
nice design and remarkable harmony in tone. Almost all the embrasures 
are broken, big holes dishgure the handsome iajade, the base of the 
walls is eaten up, and the cants of the towers are completely worn away. 

There is a great bustle of soldiers coming and going, and under the 
deep vault we see some sitting and others lying on the ground. 

Lower down, in a re-entering angle, a very fine door attracts our 
attention. The double wooden panels are covered with brass orna- 
ments artistically designed. A succession of corbelled beams, carved 
with precious skill, paiuted over in colours relieved with gold, support 
a roof of green tiles, where mosses, grass, and shrubs grow at will. 

Farther off stands the tower of a ruined mosque. On its summit 
storks have built their nests, and its base is hidden by a number of 
wretched shops. 

Near by, raw-boned beggars are huddled in sombre recesses. Bald, 
toothless, horrid old hags are carrying heavy loads, and heap abuse on us 
as they go by. 

We pass under vaults, arches; we advance by the side of glabrous 
walls of gloomy buildings, and then, still descending, we disappear under 
an obscure, moist passage, and emei^e on a sort of irregular open 
square, a pretty broad crossway. 

On one side of the place, in a gigantic wall, opens between two 
narrow bastions a mouumental gateway. The iinmense ogee is encircled 
by festoons of arabesques, and a triple fillet in relief forms a rect- 
angular frame round these ornaments. Above the horizontal fillet lies 
a long band of mosaics in tiles of indistinct colour, on which stand out 
in black letters verses from the Koran. Immediately over this are 
infinite rows of small indented arches with pendants resting on tiny 
columns, rising one above the other in a succession of alveolate corbels. 
Figured dentils, delicate pilasters, and iuterminable interlacings, deftly 
combined, are entwined in the inteiwals between the ogees, which seem 
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' as though they were sculptured on a lai^e stone lacĕwork. Over all 
that/and «tron^ly projecting, doniinates a. powerful crowning covered 
with a roof of green tiles, and supported t)y receding consoles, one on 
. top of thĕ other,'caryed with ogees, wreaths of arabesques, in an extra- 
ordinary projusion. Above all this, still higher, runs. up the smooth 
high wall, its summit covered with a .roof of tiles. 

The whble strupiure forms a dull grey, dusty mass, worn by ■th,e 
... cehtunBs, but still retaining a moumful and grandiose splehdour. 
Birds have built their nests in the covings of the ogees, spiders have 
woveH their webs bbtween |he cornices of- the consoles, parasite plants 
Tiaye . taken ropt' m angles, and great black “ strise ” tarnish the inter- 
lacings; hard^ layers of coagulated dust iinp.aste the listels of the 
Autings, the hne arrises. of the curves, the delicate chasings of the 
fillets,*an^ thc antique monument, battered by the rain, cracked by the 
sun, is falling ihto dust, dispereed by the winds. 

The hastion^on the rightj wiiich adYahces a lohg way out, between 
tlie • noble gateway and the dark hole through which we came oh the 
plaee, is adorned by a loVely fountain, whose waters flow in two jets 
froid a cintered. mosaic inlaid in tlie wall, and fall into a big marble 
basin. Over the arch lies & band of carved interlacings, surmounted by 
• a frieze formed by beams set over one another, and with prnamented 
angles, and higher up'a roofmf tiles. rests on an alignment of sculptured 
and painted consoles; the ensemble is in a frightful state of decrepitude^ 
and decay. On /the frout of ^hebther bastion there is a sham windo\C’** 
with its pointed arch blocked up. 

This 'colossal' gateWay is the entrance to a /ondak. The courtyard 
is^surt-ounded by porticoes with octagonal columns, whose hases ate 
covered with wooden casings. Theplanb surlaces pf the capitals, whoso 
dorbel tables form the arcade, are worked with lovely arabesques, and 
the arrises of narrow ogeeS, alternating with the wide openings of the 
porticoes, are indented with fine mouldings. Above these rise twcrtiers 
of galleries with balconies decorated with ^oucharahiĕhs, fitt^d With 
benches. Afc the back of these galleries are rooms where Jews store 
their wares. The porticoes on the ground floor are closed. by carv«d 
deors surmounted l^ iron gratingS. 
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Here, too, everything is crumbling, corroding, decaying; the plaster 
is falling from the masonry, the moucharahiehs are rotting, the sculptured 
panels are worm-eaten, and the festooned ogees are slowly disaggregating 
—it is a general ruin. A lcaouadji is installed under the archway ; in 
the courtyard, bales and boxes are piled up, camels and mules.are 
being unloaded. 

Outside t\iefondak, on the right, under the shade of an old vine, 
climbing along the creviced walls, over a rotten dislocated trellis, camel- 
drivers are sleeping near crouching beasts, donkeys are lying down, 
beggars are taking ilieir siesta. High walis with a few doorways line 
the square to the right of the fountain; on the left are grocers’ shops, 
and in low, ramshackle huts, harness-makers. 

We are in the midst o£ the basaars: first a long steep street, quite 
crowded with people and animals, lined with shops; and in the framing 
of thousands of articles hanging outside, calm and reserved dealers are 
sqnatting in their small square holes. 

The air is impregnated with aromatio scents. You inhale the 
odours of incense and ki/, mingled with the vague stench of sweat and 
ej^ement of beasts, and when roUs on the hollow flood of these people, 
whose bare or slippered feet tread noiselessly on the ground, the clack- 
ing of our heels re-echoes strangely on the worn, shiny, small, round 
paving-.stones. ■« 

The shops are of various kinds herp. There are saddle-makers, silk- 
mercers, leather-sellers, grocere, tobacconists. They sell tea, coflee, 
scarlet fez, hidcs, yellow morocco leather; low tablcs with marble 
mosaic tops, carved and painted legs; cedar stands of vivid colours set 
o£f by a few gold Attings, manufactured at Tetouan. By the side of 
stalls filled with German looking-glasses, rrencli hardware, Manchester 
cottons, Yenice jets, Italian coral, Bussian samovars, are displayed 
the products of the Soudau, gums from Scnegal, ostrich feathers 
amulets of cloth, black stone, which protect against the bites of reptiles. 
You brush by grim-faced mountaineers, under their ample brown 
djellabiehs, speckled with gay tufts of silk, their heads encircled by the 
red cases of their muskets, which they carry on their shoulders. There 
are fair-haired Berbers in white haiks of coarse wool, illuminati 
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with deep sunken eyes, bloated saints entirely naked, droning verses 
from the Koran, beggars with repulsive sores, handsome horsemen, 
Pashas mouated on fine mules brilliantly harnessed, crafty Jews 
stealthily gliding, and veiled women making purchases. 

At times you hear the harrowing notes of the ghaitas, the bag- 
pipes of the Arabs, with such sad strains, the sound of Aiutes, and a 
rapid succession of gunshots. Then you are forced back against the 
shops by armed bands which come rushing and yelling through the 
retreating crowd, leaping like wild animals, and iiring off their guns 
right and left. It is the lah-d-haroud, the “ game of gunpowder,” a 
fantasia in celebration of a wedding or circumcision. 

We are in front of the Karaouin mosque, the holy mosf[ue “par 
excellence.” We pass by slowly. Through the open massive folding doors 
you foresee interminable ranges of columns, iniinite successions of arcades 
losing themselves into the sombre distance in a mysterious penumbra. 
Thousands of lanterns are suspended from the vaults of the sanctuary, 
and on the floor a crowd is prostrated, the foreheads touching the dust, 
and in the fever of a wild religious exaltation iinplore panting the 
mercy of the Most High. 

The immense murmur of these voices, united in solemn and 
formidahle prayer to invoke the name of Allah, rolls with dim roar under 
the innumerable vaults, breaks out, and rises into the air above with 
hollow resoundings, strange and terrible outbursts. 

We stroll round the mosque along high, dull cliap walls with dingy 
summits entwined with the neighbouring houses. Through other doors of 
the 'mosque you perceive marble mirhabs with elegant small columns, 
antique pulpits of cedar-wood adomed with marvellous reliefs, and 
inlaid with ivory and ebony. By the side of massive pillars with heavy 
cinters run lines of slender columns connected by delicate curves 
scalloped like old lace, lapades of porticoes of dazzling whiteness. You 
see gleaming with faint tints, pieces of sculpture set off by tarnished 
gildings of faded pallid colours, under a shroud of dust, wdiich has 
accumulated for centuiies, Between the embrasures of the minarets 
storks have made their nests, and are quietly resting on one leg. 

Brom walls faeed with mosaics glittering in the sun with sparkling 
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reAects, fresh water of fountains liows and falls into marble basins with 
the sheen of liquid gold. And still resounds, like the rumbling of a 
distant thunder, the imposing clamour, the religious hymn of prostrate 
believers. 

We have coine back to the bazaars again, the part where saddlery 
and pottery are sold—a wide passage with low shops. A subdued light 
comes through a lattice roof formed by reeds thrown over cross-beams 
that rest on the top of the shop walls. Vines centuries old have grown 
in angles, and stretch their branches crver warped, dislocated trellises, 
and soften the iierce brightness of the sun. 

Arabs are quenching theii' thirst at a inural fountain. Erom some 
shop-fronts hang velvet harness, red, crimson, light bluĕ, pale green, 
mignonette green, deep amaranth, jonquil, set with stones; saddles 
with high cantles and pointed pommels entirely covered with gold 
embroidered velvet; stirrups encrusted with gold or silver ; curb-chains, 
bridle-bits, spurs carefully chased, reins embroidered with gold and 
silk. 

Then there are ranges of pottery, of lovely form, design, colours, 
speckled with purple spots, looking like drops of blood; urns with a 
pure contour of a rare elegance, with double or triple ears; vases 
modelled like the ancient canopes of Memphis, embellished by bands, 
by scrolls of foliage, Aowers, dentils of various colours; dishes, basins 
largely splayed at the base, some of them Auted, strewn inside with roses, 
stars and ogees, with palms and nosegays interlaced with lines cleverly 
ordered. All these things are covered with an enamel of light rosy 
colour, and enhanced by polychrome decorations, in which crude green, 
citrine yellow, warm brown, azure blue shades dominate with a most 
lovely harmony. 

From there we proceed to the arms bazaar—a steep narrow street, 
where beam heaps of weapons. Ilafters supporting rotten planks 
indicate that at one time the bazaar was covered in. Yines have taken 
root in the corners, wind along the walls, scaling arches, creeping into 
the crevices. Here the dealers are less polished, less mindful of their 
attire and their persons than those in the other bazaars. Many of 
them are of Berber or Kabyle origin. Their brusque ways, loud voices. 
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and Ats of vul"ar unprovoked laughter, strangely set fortli tlie cold 
gravity, tlie distinguished and courteous manners of their “ coutiures ” of 
the other bazaars. They soon grow provokingly fainiliar, forcing their 
wares on us, and holding us back in ordcr to induce us to conclnde a 

bargain. 

Tlio shops are crainiaed with 
weapons, especially swords, 
sabres, daggers of every sbape, 
of every eiiocb, of everv 
country. Sabres with hilts of 
rhinoceros horn and iron 
guards, tbeir blades graven in 
letters of gold, v\ ith the mottoes 
of noble Andalusian families; 
curved lcliawjiars in chiselled 
brass sheaths; scimitars whosc 
blades are stamped with Solo- 
mon’3 seal, their steel guards 
inlaid with gohl, and their 
pommels set with rubies and 
emeralds; Kabylo Jlissas witb 
narrow curved blades and 
guilloched copper hilts; jiistols 
with damask barrels and butts 
artistically carved, set with 
stones; old Spinish blunder- 
busses, the relics of some bri- 
gaiuls ; slender flexible straight 
swords, with large basket hilts 
in open-work, whose supple blades bend till the point touches the guard, 
and whose steel, when with a brus(|ue movement it grows stmight 
again, cuts the air, wln7.zing and vibrating long aflerwards. You 
find there “adargues,” these curious pointed shields dating from the 
fifteenth century; siege lorks, triple-pronged, and hook-shaped; war 
flails; damaskeened axes; Saracen armour; guns tmm the Sous, with 
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tbin ivory butts inlaid with silver, and set with rubies, topazes, 
amethysts, their barrels chased with gold, and mounted with silver 
rings, worked in “ repousse.” 

Among these weapons you perceive shields of hippopotamus hide; 
lances with shafts of iron-wood, javelines whose heads are fastened to 
the handle by animals’ gut; bows, quivers of human skin, iilled with 
barbed and poisoned aiTows; knives with broad, bent blades, and 
roughly adjusted to wooden cudgels; big sabres from the Soudan, 
with broad straight blades, their hilts wound with red leather thongs, 
and their sheaths of yellow skin ornamented with shells, and which 
are slung over the left shoulder. Ne^t are lots of rude and sinister 
instruments of death and torture: heavy chains and rings to be 
fastened to the wrists and ankles; iron balls bristling with sharp 
spikes, and provided with a pointed prong, with which the fanatical 
santons pierce through their own cheeks. 

We are now in the babouche bazaar, a very narrow, very gloomy 
passage Aagged with stones, where hides, boots, shoes, b^gs of all sorts 
and colours are piled up in obscure recesses. The air scarcely stirs in 
this dimly lighted alley, the atmosphere is heavy, and laden with a 
strong smell of leather. Magnihcent yellow and blue leather boots, 
temmags embroidered in silk and gold, are exposed for sale, together 
with delicious ladies’ slippers in vanous colours, blue, turquojse, 
yellow, salmon, and sea-green, adorned with silk, which appear through 
the delicately cut leather. A little* farther off are bags with several 
pockets; satchels worked in silk; cartridge pouches with coloured tufts; 
and leather Koran cases embroidered in silk and gold. Yeiled women 
in haiks, are sitting on the ledges trying on boots, and the merchants 
are gallantly attentive to their pretty customers. 

We now come to the clothes bazaar, a covered place too, but some- 
what less narrow and less sombre. Cloth and silk eaftans in purple, 
orange, scarlet, and mauve colours, are fastened to the front of the shops, 
together with fabrics woven with gold, spangled with silver, silk cords, 
blue, mauve, green, violet, red, lemon, for strapping up bags, 
khangidrs, satchels, and the fine ornamented cases for the Koran. 
They show us remarkable embroideries, broad gilt women’s belts, as sti£f 
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as cardboard. They spread before ris superb tapestry, huiiiesoi silk and 
velvet resplendent witb gold embroidery. Calm, serious-looking, polite 
shop-keepers, seated at tlie bottom of their dark recesses amid piles of 
fabrics, offer us cups of amber and mint-scented tea, and put outrageous 
prices ou their goods, whicli they hiially part with for a roasonable suni. 

Cheap jacks, laden with articles of every kind, 
roam about, shouting the prices of their wares 
put ui) for auction. 

Iii a little courtyard adjoining thc bazaar 
there’s an old enormous fig-tree entwiued 
by a vine; some poor town and conutry 
women s^uatting under the shade of the ohl 
tree are offering at a low price, to jioorer 
customei-s, second-hand clothes, out of use 
jewels, worn-out fripper}'; Jews iii a few 
open stalls are selling bracelets, necklaces, 
ribbons, Aasks of lose-water, laces, lohml, 
antimony, and souak, the iiounded bark of 
walnut-trees, whicli the Moors chcw for 
hardening the gums. 

, Farther on are sold Tafdct products: 
datys, ostrich eggs, Tlenicen wares, olivo and 
argan pil from Sous. 

We are now in the carpet bazaar, a 
sipiare courtyard roofed in lattice-work, 
surrounded by shops, above which is a 
boarding with ogee and star-sliaped aiiertures 
symmetrically placed. This upper timber 
construction projects far in front of the 
shops, supported by wooden corbels. In 
one of tlie corncrs there’s a running fountain. They expose to us 
carpets from Ilabat and Mogador, traver8ed by yellow, orange, and 
violet ornamented bauds, woollen blankcts with red stripes aud blue 
tufts, prayer carpets brought froni Syria, of soft and delightful shades. 
llere is thc dyers’ street. lu large undcrground cribs meu with 
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naked bust, their arms stained with colour, are soaking stu(Tfs iu tubs 
containing purple, yellow, and indigo d^^es. 

"We then reacli the armourem’ cpiarter, wliere they inanufacture in 
tliousands those guns of unvarying shape with splayed butts platcd with 
copper slieet and nails, and long ban-els mounted with silver rings, thc 
weapons preierred abovo all others by the Arab horsemen. 

Xear by is the coppersmiths’ bazaar, in which there is a ceaseless 
hammering of the metal, which is wrought into trays, tables, vases, 
censers in open-work, and cylindrical hunps 
carved in arabesques. 


To-day we have paid a visit to the prison. 

We traversed two or three obscum passages and 
entered a sorabre yard taking its light Irora a 
narrow gi-ating. On presenting a written order 
frora the Pasha, the warder showed us into the 
cells on the ground iloor, where the raggeu 
prisoners, some of them in fetter.s, appear to bear 
their sad fate with philosophic calra. They livo 
on donations, and wdiat their farailics and friends 
bring theni. Those who have no one to takc 
an interest in thera die of starvation, or nearly 
so, unless they devote themselves to raanufacturing 
trilles of rushwork, such as raats, houfas, and 
biiskets, the sale of which brings thcni in a few 
coppers to buy a little food, 

^ A rnisoNKii. 

Thc uppcr story is of frightful aspect. Under 

danip Yiiults lit by one pale gleam of light tiltering through a hole, 
prisoncrs iii rags, infested with vermin, are chained to niassive square 
pillars. Iron collars arc fastened round thcir necks, and riugs riveted 
round their ankles, and when these phantoms with livid tlcsh, cmaciated 
featurcs, raake a moveraent, their heavy chains clank with a sinister 
sound. 

In the ground among the filth, exsanguinous bodie.s, lean as skeletons, 
are stretched. They lay as rigid as corpses, and foul, hairy black rats 
career over their bare limbs. 
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Occasionalljij^ wailing cry, a shrill, piercing prolonged shriek is heard, 
and one of the ^omed beings, suddenly losing his senses, rattles furiously 
his chain, dashes about, and falls back strangled by the horrible iroh 
coUar, his ankles lacerated by the rings that bind him to his Calvary. 

When one of the unfortunate creatures succumbs, a rope is tied 
round his feet, his body, half devoured by rats, is dragged out and 
carried away on a stretcher. 

The gaoler has just led us to a comer of the dungeon from which 
constantly escapes a hollow convulsive moan, full of indescribable 
angiiish. It is with some difficulty that we distinguish at iirst in the 
shadow a grey, shrive]led, curled-up mass, squatting in a pestilent cloaca. 
On coming nearer we perceive a human being cliained to the wall, and 
the gaoler informs us that he is & robber who is enduring the “ salt- 
torture,” and tliat he will be dead before night, killed by the appalling 
sufferings. 

With outstretehed arms, hugely open eyes, dilated pupils, tightly 
clenched teeth, haggard features stiffened in a supreme convulsion, 
the poor wretch was writhing in agony. We pause for a moment, 
spellbound with horror at the expression of frightfiil grief imprinted ou 
the contracted face of this miserable being, with the death-rattle in his 
throat, dying with the terrible torture. • 

TMs punishment, which is sometimes inAicted on criminals, is 
atrocious. It is done in this way.^ An incision is made in the palms of 
the hands, the wounds are filled ^ith salt, each hand is then clenched 
with the nails dug into the sores, and is kept in this condition by a 
bandage of fresh hide wound tightly round it. At the end of a certain 
time the bandage is taken off, the hand is anchylosed and won’t open, but 
the nails continue to grow, penetrating into the flesh, and inAicting such 
awful agony that the victira soon dies or becomes mad. 

Another variety of torture consists in scorching the eyes with a red 
hot iron, and very frequently these miserable creatures with bleeding 
orbs are to be met with at the corners of streets and on the crossways, 
imploring alms of the passers-by. 

In comparison with these modes it seems almost a trilie to cut off a 
thief s hand or to bastinade a poor devil. 
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From the terrace on the top of the liouse wliere onr men are lodgecl 
the aspect of tlie town is rpiite fairylike. It is, first of all, a succession 
of white platforms, an agglomeration of terraces rising in tiers, inter- 
penetrating each other, stretcliing endlessly, hlended into the far hlnisli 
(listance. From the midst of this wide e.xpanse snrge tlie tall towem of 
moscines, the high crenellated wall of 
tlie Kashah, tlie formidahle eneeintes of 
the town, and tlie somhre walls of the 
Snltan’s ]>alacc hnried in masses of 
yerdnre. Tlien it is an inimense circle 
of monntains witli sharp peaks and steej) 
slopes, at tlie foot of wliich yon descry 
remains of rnined walls and hhovhas, 

<loines, cnpolas of tomhs like wliite 
specks, and farther off, far away in the 
sonth, tlie Atlas with its snow. 

The terraces are crowded with women, 
some reclining cn carj^ets, others 
jironienading in gronps, a few sitting 
with dangling feet on the ledges of tlie 
walls, cluitting with their neighhours on 
the opposite side of the street. They pass 
in endless snccession froni honsc to 
house, from torrace to teiTace; they 
throw fiying hridges froni one side of 
the street to the other; they escahule 
roofs and climli with a cat-liko agility 
short ladders jilaced against low walls. 

And iii this amnsing gymnastic sndden 
gusts of wind, indiscreet freaks of dress, disclose now and again a fine 
hosom, a pretty arched foot, a marvellonsly shaped leg, and occasionally 
something more. 

Women are preparing meals on little earthenware ovens, others are 
washing, spreading out tlie linen on lines, taking it down, folding it, and 
occupying theniselves with thc thonsand-and-one dnties of the honsehold. 
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Nothing is more interesting, more cnriously original, than the sight 
of these roofs swarming with people, this feminine life manifesting itself 
without constraint on this multitude of terraces, exuherant with spirit, 
mirth, animatiou. ^ 

Most of the women are handsome, with a proud, savage, attractive 
hcauty. Their attitudes are marked with a strauge suppleness mixed 
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witli a surprising ahruptness; and in the feline movements of their pose, 
astouishingly graceful, unconsciously provocating, there is a suggestio» 
of a voluptuous fatigue. 

Soute of theni, their foreheads cntwined with sequins, theii’ eyes 
enlarged hy antimony, their eyelashes and eyehrows darkeued, their 
hrows tattooed with hlue, staiid erect, inotiouless with folded arms, fixed 
oyes, the look lost in the space. Their heads are covered with tUe 
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glistening hantouze, whose ribbons spangled with gold fall on each 
side of their breasts like the bandlets of an Egyptian god, and light 
gold-embroidered veils float over their shonlders. A wide and stiiT belt 
of gold and silk secures at the waist their lcaftan, which, underneath a 
surplice of transparent gauze, falls down to the knees. And the 
lcaftan's upper edge, braided with gold, opened on the breast, reveals the 
hem of their linen chemise, whose snowy whitcness strongly coutrasts 
with their dark skin plated with nccklaces and jewels. Tlieir wide 
sleeves turned up to the shouldei-s 
with silken cords exposo thcir fine 
naked arms, clasped by antiqne .shape 
bracelets, and silver rings tinkle on 
their delicate ankles. One would 
think to see them thus rigid in their 
straight posc, magniAcently attired, 
they were mysterious idols who had 
been exposed out of their venerated 
temples. 

Slim young girls with big dark 
eyes, and a simple silk kerchief 
attached round their head.s, move 
about with an adder-like flexibility, 
and their long looscned tresses flow 
over their shouldera. 

Slaves, negi’esses with hard jiro- MAnuiKD woman witii tue 

tiles and sombre faces, with heavy 

metal rings in their ears, clud in checked garments of red or blue 
squares oii a white ground, their waists encircled by red belts, are 
standing hard by. 

The womeu walk with arms entwined along the terraces, with 
a voluptuous sway of the hijis, lean on the old whitened walls, 
lcngthen themselves lasciviously over the calcinated roofs, and the 
Mendly chats begin: delicate disclosures are made in a low voice, 
secrets of the harein are whispered into the ear, many peals of laughter 
burst iu pearled note.s, minglCTl with the harsh titter of the negresses; 
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and tlie echoĕa of tliese youthful voices, of these gay prauks, of this 
amusing life in the open air, rise from the innumerable terraces iii a 
long ancl melodious inurniur. 

And the lovely creatures in tlie halo of their golden head-dress, in 
the splendour of their superb poses, breathe the eveniug air, and when 

the balmy bre6zes laden with 
the overpowering odours of 
benzoin and alo&s, mixed with 
the /puissant fragranc 0 of far- 
oiT plains, pass between their 
moist li^JS, kiss their nacred 
teeth, euvelop with a caress 
their bare,8liapely liiub3,tlieir 
nostrils slightly (piiver, their 
bosoms swell a little more, 
gleams flash iii the shadow 
of their deep eyes, and 
their unsatiated llesh, shaken 
with inexplicable tremor, 
thrills, bitten by some mys- 
terious desire. 

And thejiun slowly setting 
in the inimense canopy botiies 
with its golden Imes the -old 
terrace walls, wliich tako 
amber tints. The gilded 
mitres of the liantouzes 
glLsten, the bandlets, the 
veils spaugled, interwoveu 
with gold, scintillate, the 
necklaces glinimer, ruddy rellects glide on the proud dark heads, on the 
bare lovoly arnis, encircled by bracelets; the negressĕs, with inflexible 
liroiiles, are resplendent like bronze statues, and warni tints run on the 
loose tresses of the lithe-linibed maidens. 

The fiery orb disappeared behind the Iiighest peak of the mountains. 
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fringing its brokeii .sumniits witli a purple threacl, aucl n great blue 
shadow fall.s on the tcrraces, softening its glaring tones; one last ilame 
illumcs the height of the lofty rainparts, envelops the highest points of 
the minaret towei-s; tlieir gilded balls sparkle, and the old worn-out 
mosaics shine in eoitened glares. The dying gleams colour with a rosy 
sheen the grcen tiles on thc roofs of the mosques, and in the pale 
yellow sky, speckled with liglit purple clouds, birds in triangular array 
pass Aying to the south, and 
storks soar aloft on the wing. 

Then in a great and iniposing 
silence that has suddenly fallen, 
shrill plaintive droning voiccs are 
lieard, and the .solemn prayer is 
done, bowing tlie front in the 
dust, all the world of Islam. 

« » » « 

We often see Ur. Linarĕs, 
and the more we see of Iiim the 
more we wish to see hini. Ile 
lias set Marshall on his legs, 
and our friend is comiileting his 
convalescenco by strolling idly 
through tlic bazaars. 

This luorning the doctor 
iuvited Forestier and myself to 
lunch, aud in the very heart of 
I'’ez we sat down to a repast entirely rarisian in character from 
tlio first coursc to the last. The wine was excellent, the liqueurs 
choicc ones, and the coffeo like ncctar. As tho doctor is a charniing 
host doubled with an erudite, and as Forestier is as clever with his 
touguc as he is with his brusli, it is uot hard to infer that we had a 
delightful time. 

In fact, we are pampered like spoilt childreu by evcrybody; we are 
overwlielmed with kind attentions of every sort by our host and hostess 
Kaid lilaclean, his brotlier the Captain, and Dr. Linares, and I .shall always 
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feel deeply grateful to tliera for all the thought and care they bestowed 
on us. 

«•••••• 

We are to take tea with the Spanish Consul in Fez, Si-Oinar-Barada, 
a !Moor, with whora we have had soine business transactions. Ile is 
going to takc us afterwards to call on one of his friends, a rich uierchaut 

in the town. 

Through a dark labyrinth of 
narrow, winding streets he leads 
us into a still narrower passage, 
roofed in at a great lieight, with 
beains supiiorting a building. 
Ile opeus a low door in a 
high grey wall, and through a 
bent corridor we enter the 
inosaic paved courtyard of liis 
dwelling, a pretty liouse with 
sculpturcd and painted porticoes. 
Slaves bring in the samovar, 
little glasses of enamelled crystal 
used as cujis, in which we are 
served five or six times with 
inint-sceiited tea. Si-Oinar aiid 
his friends squatted dowu on 
mats at the entrance of one of 
the long rooras, but he acconi- 
inodateu us with straw-seated 
chairs. The ncgress who has 
sTUKiri' oF TiiE jiAasimiusu is KEz. 8erved us with tea, exaraines 

us frora head to foot frora the 
top steps of the staircase wherc she took reluge, and rows of saucy heads, 
roguish faces with very dark eyes appear above the gallery of the lirst 
storey, only to vanish suddenly as soon as we glauce that way. AVe 
pui'chase various things from Si-Omar, and he takes us to his fricud’s house. 
lu a dirty street lined by ruined walls we halt before a worin-eaten 
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cloor whicli opens into a noisome courtyard. The centre is qiiite a sewer 


with iloating rubhisli; in one of 
tlte corners a dead fo\vl is iiutrefying 
on a heap of filth. "We ascend a 
few disjointed stone steps; Si- 
Oinar knocks, and his friend, a 
Jloor, remarkably neat, with an 
expressive head and a grey beard, 
comes and opens the door. After 
exchnnging a lot of courtcous salu- 
tations we follow liim along a 
narrow meaudering conidor, i)er- 
fectly dark, which hrings us to a vast 
open squai’e courtyard with Avalls 
as white as snow, and paved with 
tile mosaics, surrounded hy porti- 
coes. Their columns, white up to 
the impost, support arches hroken 
hy lines hending in gnicetul curves, 
their pendentives tastefully carved, 
tlieir fafades covered with arahescpie 
Incework painted in frcsh vivicl 
coloui-s set otr with gold. 

Uncler the arcades, on three 
sides of the sciuare, ogee doorways, 
symmetrically disposcd, lead iuto 
the apartments. The folding doors 
are entirely dressecl with glaring 
colours, unclerlined with gold. On 
a pure vermilion hackgrouncl are 
displayed, in an inextricahle geo- 
metrical entanglement, lines, curves, 
stars, rosettes of hlue, green and 
yellow colours in festooued ciuters, 
enclosed iu rectaugularly framed 
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hands, whose pale white flesh- 
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coloiired backgronnd sacred texts stand out in ultranjarine blue 
letters; and the crudeness of tbese glaring tints, ■\vhicli kill each 
other V)y tho very excess of their brightness, Ls melted into a warm 
luminous “ cnsemble ” extremely harmonious, forniing a strong contrast 

to the whiteness of the walls. 

Oii the fourth side there is 
a pretty niural fountain; inside 
an elliptic arch are grouped, 
iii an admirahle arrangement, 
niosaics in tiles of intricate 
delicious design, whose colours 
are mixed in a most felicitous 
way. The water flows into a 
marble basin iii a double jet. 

Phssing through the door 
opposite the fonntain, on the 
other side of the courtyai^d, 
you find your.selves in a long 
high room with a ceiling 
adorned with carved wood 
caissons decorated with gilded 
paintiiigs. In the wall, along 
which runs a high iilinth of 
mosaics, a sort of alcove into 
which the plinth also extcuds, 
opens facing the door. Its 
ENTKANta: uoou To A iiousE iN FEz. llooT, also iii mosaics, is a trifle 

higher than the rest of the 
rooiii, aml its aperturc is in the shape of aii ogee. Tirst it is a pure 
cinter, thcii a second brokeu liy stalactites, next a third, afterwards 
others iiitermixed with peiidentives, alveoles, littlc ogees entwiiied 
appareiitly in a disorderly fashion, in a series of curves of‘a close design 
and niathcmaticnlly exact. 

All these things, painted in ardent colours, in red, green, blue, yellow, 
set oir with gold, hang in a lot of iunumerable iiolished facets over 
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your heaclij^ lorming a vault tlelightful iu its lines, in its colour, in its 
Ijrilliaut firncy. Ou thc inosaic floor are thrown fine woollen carpets of 
ddicate sotteued shades. The doors on the two opposite sides are 
closed. 

On the fu-st floor, a gallery decorated with coloured moucharahieJis 
fdls, to the height of four 
feet, the spaces hetween the 
columns of the porticoes, 
also painted and sculptured. 

Under the arcades lower 
tlian those ou the ground 
tloor, there are likewise 
syniinetrically placed doors. 

In one of the roonrs in 
which we are taken, carpets 
cover the floor, and the light 
coiues tioin grated windows 
htted up with coloured glass, 
througli which.the sun fil- 
ters, falling on tlic carpets, 
making their colours llash 
and shine like so many 

mhias, diamonds, and sap- 
phires. 

When we are descending 
again, the inaster of the 

house shows us the kitchen, 
a little room on thc stairs 
half-way down. 

Xo soouer are we at the 
bottom than a number of 

curious little brown faces with inmloiacs or silk kerchiefs on 
their heads are bent over the balustrade, eager to see thc lloumis, 

and vanish as if by enchantment when we look that way. We 

imbible eudless cups of tea, take leave of our host, cross again 

i> 2 
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the abominaljle courtyard, and Si-Omar-Barada accompanies us to the 
Kaid’s house. 

This moming Kaid Maclean ordered Hadj Mohammed, our dear old 
scamp, to appear before him. It seems that last night, in the house let 
to Harris by the Pasha, our men were led to indulge in wild rerelry, 
entertained men and women of shady character, and disported them- 
selves in the most frolicsome style. The Kaid, instead of interfering and 
exercising his authority to stop the saturnalia, had, on the contrary, 
exerted the remains of his exhausted strength to put more life into it, 
playing, in fact, first fiddle in these high jinks. 

When he arrived he was a piteous sight. His haggard face under his 
soiled turban, all awry on his head, his two grey wisps of hair hanging 
loosely down over his furrowed temples, his eyes sunken,'his glassy look, 
his features sallow, his gait uncertain, aU these tokens suSiciently 
indicated the “ role ” he had played in this little family banquet. 

Kaid Maclean had bim seized by two of his soldiers, censured his 
conduct in no measured terms, severely reprimanded him for his daily 
thefts, and sentenced him to be bastinadoed. Then feigning to be 
moved by the tears and promises of the vicious old boy, who had 
fallen on his knees, he let him off with the lecture he had given bim. 

* * ‘ « • » • 

Whenever in the villages, on the roads, in the towns, we have 
inquired of the Arabs if they knew Al-Aissoui, the disciple of the gi'eat 
saint Sidi-Ben-Aissa, the Ulustrious serpent charmer, they one and all 
replied *they had not the least knowledge of him and never heard his 
name mentioned. Ke^ertheless Harris is known by this title right 
throughout Morocco ; he has told us so many times, and even a book of 
his, recently publi.shed by my araiable editor, “ The Land of an African 
Sultan,” bears this sumame side by side with bis own; and in the 
preface he has taken great pains to inform the reader that he is thus 
designated through the length and breadth of the vast empire of Morocco. 
When we told him of our deep surprise at discovering that nobody here 
seemed to be aware of his existence, he explained, in conhdence, that the 
Sultan, alarmed at his evcr-increasing fame, seeing the devotion ot his 
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subjects alienated from bimself and concentrated on Al-Aissoui, wbose 
name was in everybody’s moutb, and even going so far as to suspect 
bim of a design to overtbrow him and reign in his stead, bad endea- 
voured to wean tbe people from this strange infatuation by prohibiting, 
under tbe penalty of death, every man, woman, and child from ever 
breathing his name. And that is why Harris the Terrible, the darling 
of Morocco, a sultan embryo, Mouley-Walter-Harris, Al-Aissoui, the 
predestinate, was forced by a strange irony of fate, by the jealous caprice 
of a sultan, to gad about as a common-place being just like one of Cook’s 
tourists, in the midst of a population of eight million Mussulmans, 
all of whom had his name engraven on their hearts. 

But Allah watched over the destinies of Harris and was ready to 
redress the injustice of fate and thwart the inept precautions of the 
Sultan. " My Kide to Sheshouan ” was now known from one end of the 
Moghreb to the other. The story-tellers on the crossways, the wander- 
ing troubadours under the tents of the Bedouins, the old men under the 
thatched roofs, were, like enthusiastic rhapsodists, chanting to the sounds 
of the gimbry the never-to-be-forgotten epic of Al-Aissoui; and in face of 
these extravagant exploits, these surprising adventures, these miraculous 
events, the people, in revenge for the veto put upon the name of Al- 
Aissoui, had bestowed upon their idol yie epithet Bouak-al-Hadj— 
“ The Son of the Pilgrim,” or “ Your latljer was a pilgrim ”; and when 
these words were sounded in his ea^, Harris was wont to smile an 
approving smile under his thin moustache and reply, Salam al Kmm 
which means “ May peace be with you,” or something of the sort. 

It is true that the epithet Bouak-al-Hadj was a trifle common, vulgar, 
trivial even, was sometimes taken as an oAence, and generally applied to 
a braggart, to one who relates stories as dull as ditch-water. But that> 
as Harris told us, under the seal of secrecy, was simply a stratagem to 
evade the formal order to suppress liis name—an ingenious way resorted 
to by the crowd to allay the distrust of the Sultan, who could never for 
a moment imagine that a creature thus designated was ever destined to 
be the elect who should one day oust him from his throne. 

And now under the tents, under the thatched roofs, in the towns, in 
fact everywhere, the only topic of conversation is Bouak-al-Hadj, the 
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second incaniation of Harris, who, after charming serpents, now charms 
nien, ancl is preparing, liko Brahma, for his thircl ancl iinal incarnatiou 
in the skin of the glorious Sultan Mouley-Walter-Harris Al-Aissoui 
Bouak-al-Hadj, the Mahdi of the Moghreb-el-Aksa, and of the rest of 
tlie Orient. 







THE PLAIX 0F KEZ. 


In view of FeZf Fehruary, 

We are leaviiig Fez to-day; Marsliall is better, an<l Ingrani should 
be in London before the end of the inontli. Our Yalises are cmuuned 
witli objects purchased at Mequinez and l''ez. AVe have splendid gold- 
embroidered Juiites, sabres with hilts made of rhinoceros horn and 
blades iulaid with gold, rare manuscript ^pies of tlie Koran, illuminated 
lihe old missals of the Middle Ages, carpet.s, brocaded fabric8, necklaces, 
bnicelets, curious jewels, pieces of iigured silk stufl' worked in.gold, 
stirrups, saddles, harness, purple sulhams./ermdjiclis, burnooses, 
tarhnicJes, pouches of ornamented leather, guns, in fact, ajl kiiuls of 
things. What raptures of joy wlien we hang all these treasnres over 
the walls of our studios ! 

Our mules have been re-shod, our saddles repaired, tho bridles and 
straps patched up, the dislocated baggage-train has been reformed and 
seut forward. Kaid Maclean has repleuished our provision stores, well- 
uigh exhausted. All we have to do now is to take leave of our kind 
hosts and to depart. 

We return through the streets by wliicii we came; we pass the 
great ogee gatcs, opeuing in tlie dilapidated, frowuing, lofty walls. Wo 
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make our way between tbe barley Sekls aud tilled laiids of the plaia of 
Fez, and descr)' onr tents set up at a sliort distance from our late 
camping-ground near the lakes. 

Harris, who is always anxious to be the first to reach the goal, digs 
his spurs in the Aanks of his hoi^se, and with a furious blast of his horn, 
passes like a blowing hurricane between Fore8tier’s mule and mine, 
and our two beasts, ten’ified and distmcted, set off at full speed and 
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kick right and left. Forestier’s saddle-girth at last gives way, with the 
result that he is pitched headioremost iuto the middle of a colza field, 
nnd it is with the greatest diAiculty in the world that I can master my 
mule, which, in a spirit of imitation, sought to get rid of me. 

Luckily Forestier had no hurt. Our men caught the runaway 
animal, which was gaily careering about, and we reached the camp with- 
out any broken limbs. 

Some of the villagers came to-night to beg us to prescribe for one 
of their people who suffered from dropsy and eye disease, and HaiTis, 
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encroacliing on Forestiei’’s attributions a.s our appointed practitioner, 
followcd tliem aiid made tbe sick man take a rhubarb pill, leaving some 
permanganate of potasli ointment for the eyes. Ile has returiied to 
camp with a light heart, aud rejoices iii the thought that he has fulfilled 
his duty botli as a Christian aud as a medical man. 









ON TIIE WAY TO MKKI8. 


MakiSy lOth Fvbruary. 

Agaik we wake up under the tent. Tlie Aowers that we had trodden 
down when installing ourselves yesterday evening have resumed their 
wonted appearance. A sheai tall yellow marigolds stands close to 
my pillow, daisies litter the fl<Jor, mixed with corn-flowers and anemones, 
and a fre.sh breeze, laden with perfumes, glides under the edges of the 
tent, which swell out with a light rustle. 

\Ve skirt, in a northwardly direction this time, the spurs of the 
Zahroun mountains, whose hristling tops proAle themselves in black 
011 the blue sky on our left. On their woody Aanks appear circular 
groiips of tents, thatched roofs, and terraces, half hidden in the masses 
of verdm’e. 

\Ve are now in sandy regions, on table-lands with dales, cut up by 
gullies and rocky ravines, where slender aud stunted shrubs grow with 
ditliculty on a sterUe soil. 

\Ve meet with a large troop of Arabs. These are people from a 
tlistant tribe on a pilgi-image to Mouley-Idriss. They have with them 
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no mules, no tents, no baggage of any kind, nothing but the clothes they 
stand in. Eor the last twelve days they have been journeying exposed 
to wind, to sun, to rain, sleeping on the bare earth, living on figs and 
dried dates j poor, light-hearted and careless. 

After traversing a series of little wild valleys in a country getting 
more and more uneven, we halt by a village perched on a liillock 
descending rather abruptly to the banks of a river that winds in a plain 
surrounded by a circle of hills and mountains. 

The approaches to this hamlet are strewn with dried-up carcases,, 
and foul smells are emitted from these rotten bones. The Sheik does 
his best to induce our Kaid to set up the tents within the ring of the 
viilage habitations, as the neighbourhood is infested with robbers and 
not at all safe. A troop of camels is there already, with the drivers, 
near a pack of gaunt dogs, busy devouring strips of putrefied flesh. We 
decline the Sheik’s offer, and, as we prefer running the risk of being 
robbed to the certainty of spending the night in the vicinity of these 
sickening odours, we pitch our camp at a hundred yards from the 
village, taking good care to avoid placing ourselves. to windward of the 
horrible carrion. 

This valley is very picturesque. The river, the Oued-Mekis, a 
pretty little river with a quiet stream, oon a bed of pebbles, winds 
between banks lined with rushes, willow^ rosebays in the middle of a 
cultivated plain. Around oxen yoked to wheelless ploughs, white ibis 
Autter, herons hop about, clumsily Aapping their wings; at every 
moment numerous bands of plovers noisily wing their Aight. When 
our men go to the river to water the beasts, wild ducks start out of the 
rushes, water-hens dive out of sight, and startled blackbirds fly away 
with strident cries. 

The plain sinks between ranges of hills where, from amidst the 
dwarf palms, are seen brown patches showing where the ground has 
been rent by the plough. Behind these foremost hilloeks files of hills 
rise above one another, and on the far-off horizon summits of mountains 
rise aloft. On the northern slopes half-melted snow glistens in the sun 
with rose-coloured hues. 

Marshall, who proves to be more stubborn even than our mules, and 
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who is hardly recoYered from his illness, makes haste to resume his old 
negligent habits, in spite of our reiterated remonstrances, and takes it 
into his head to spend the night in his clothes, but without any other 
protection from the damp cold and moming dew. The consequences of 
this silly act of impmdence were soon forthcoming, and the result was 
that the obstinate fellow has been complaining all day long of pains in 
his back and his head, and this evening he does not seem to be in very 
good spirits. 

I am smoking my pipe while Forestier, hard at work on his “ spring 
number,” gmmbles at his lazy Pylades, and furiously plies with kicks 
that insuiSerable bore Don, who ever and anon makes distracted mshes 
between his legs, and upsets the complicated and unsteady contrivances 
of his extemporised working table. 

Ingram is reclining on his couch, while dinner is being got ready; 
but now and then he starts from his slumbers to go and pay sundry visits 
to the kitchen, to hustle Brooks, and to threaten his dogs with dire 
punishment. 

Harris never leaves the muleteers’ tent. He joins in their childish 
pastimes, takes gimbry lessons, improves under their guidance his 
execrable pronunciation of Arabic, and learns by heart verses of the 
Horan. As a reward for all this, he treats them every evening to a 
relation of “ My Eide to Sheshouan,” teaches them the good manners of 
the Occident, and rids them of their fleas. These apterous epicures, with 
a marked preference for white flesh, clamber up his person in close 
storming order. Some nursed babes forgotten in the hurry of the 
departure, a few old sedentary fleas of depraved tastes and conservative 
habits, are the only ones who stay, weariug out their mandibles on the 
tough epidermis of our muleteers. 

When Harris leaves this kennel, we Aatly refuse him ad- 
mittance to our tent, and we beg him to go and shake his fleas 
elsewhere. 

We have parted with Sambo. He was too partial to ldf.; his 
companions, though not very particular, entertained a dislike for him. 
So we left him at Fez, and replaced him by another Sambo—Sambo II., 
a negro with a magniAcent jet-black skin. 
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A relative of the Sherif of Ouezzan, a member of the youuger brauch, 
accompanied us since we left Fez. He is going to Tangier, and is glad 
to accejjt our hospitality for the present. He has much of the negro 
blood in him, but his features are rather fmely cut. His baggage 
consists wholly in a sherirs hatchet, and a saucepan with a handle 
adorned with a tuft of feathers. He has to leave us to-morrow at the 
crossing of the Tangier and Ouezzan roads, and Iie will proceed on liis 
way begging for alms. 

This humble offspring of the Sherif is a gentlemau to the very tips 
of his iingers. We were made aware of this through an incident which, 
though of triHing importance in itself, was nevertheless pregnant with 
signiGcance. 



A big, plump, sleek lou.se, With chubljy cheeks and shiny face, of 
luxuriant healtli, with jocund air and bland derneanour, one in fact who 
looked spoilt, like an old dowager’s bleaJi’-eyed Kiug Charles’s spaniel, was 
strolling listlessly on Cyclops’ neck, warming in the sun some persistent 
rheumatism of old standing. As the thoroughbred gentleman which lie 
uuquestionably is, ^Iahomet’s descendant had delicately seized the 
l)romenader between his thumb and forefinger, and instead of then and 
there tlnowing him on the ground, or destroying him as one of thoso 
coarse fellows from the Occident would certainly have done, he had 
with the most exquisite politeness deposited him on the hand of his 
owner, who thus was free to act as he pleased with regard to the fate of 
liis boarder. 

Cyclops, who on his side was not lacking in “ savoir-vivre,” had 
politely tlianked the Slierif; and after examining the prisoner with great 
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care, aud inaking sure of his identity, he liad gently reinstated hiin in his 
fomier post on l>is neck, reniarking that the insect was a paterfaniilias, 
and that he did not wish to inake orphans of his offspring, for does not 
the Koran recomniend kiudness to aniraals ? 

I confess I was deeply moved by tliis extraordinaiy forbearance, this 
sweeping and singular charity, which went so far as to allow oneself to 
be devoured by the verrain, ratlier than bring sorrow and mourning unto 
their families. 

T was filled with respectful adniiration for this supreme Eastern 
courtesy, without going to the length, however, of wishing that theso 
custonis, so poetically chivnlrous, and worthy of the old Abencerages, 
should take root aniongst us. Eut it behoves ine to say that henceforth 
I always kept Cyclops at a respectable distance, aiid took precious care 
to avoid contact with his noble self, lest one of his ravenous and 
numerous clients, tired with the Arab “ menu,” should irish to try Erench 
“ cuisine ” for a change, and seek new quarters on my own person. 

In the meantime Harris is getting liimseK initiated into the extra 
rehncnient of maglmlnn high-life by this self-sanie indiiddual and his 
companions! Poor man! how far will he go iii his iniitation of the 
manuers of Eastorn genteel society ? 







A I>OUAR 0F BKDOUINS. 


Along ihe Zahroun Mountains^ X\th F(;hruary, 
Tiie weatlier continues splendicl and the glorious sun shines in a sky 
()f an iutense lilue. Fresh breezes blow, |)erfunied with the odours of 
trees aud planks, and the caravan proeeeds gaily through a fertilo hilly 
country irrigated by streanis and rivulets. 

Still, on our left, stand out har.sh and hirid the jagged ridges of the 
Zaliroun luountains. We skirt the foot'of their extrenie buttresses. 
On steep hillsides covered with forests and tliick undergrowtli you 
descry wliite towns witli belts of walls, fortiried villages, rings of 
lledouin teiits, and up abovo surge, like tlie reniainsof foriiiidable ruined 
bulwarks, gi'ey ranges of rngged rocks. For a very loiig tiuie we follow 
tlie lovels of table-lands cndlessly covered witli dwarf jialms and gorse, 
tlirough whi)?h appear large bare, stony spaces. Tlien we again conie 
across tilled lands, thatched villages, and again begin the green expanses 
of dwarf paliiis and gorse in dreary, infinite, nionotonoiis siiccessiou. 

We gradually deviate froni the Zahroun niountains, whicli we leave 
iiiore and niore on oiir left. They are now growing indistinct, and fade 
away iii a uniforni blue tint. 

A town appears in view, straugely situated on the extreuie heights 
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of two mountains separated by a deep vertical chasm, as if they had 
l)een rent asunder by the sword of a giant. The Arabs tell us that 
formerly there was but one mountain, on which the towii stood. An 
carthquake had severed it in twain, digging an abyss between the towns 
thus violently parted. 

Wc make a halt for liinch near a brook, and feast on a harvest 
of watercress gathered by Ingram on its banks. "We are at a cross- 
way, and we have the choice between two routes, both converging to 


THE Z.\!mOUS MOnSTAlSS. 

Ouezzan. Antonio suggests that we should journey on the lcvels of the 
platcaus, tho Kaid strongly urges the expediency of proceeding along the 
valleys, and the latter course is adopted. 

At first there are cultivatcd lands; we traverse lavender fields, cross 
multitudes of streams and brooks, and the everlasting dwarf palms make 
thoir reappearance. Then the hitherto dry ground grows more ilexible, 
tho soil becomes soft; we come to bare sodden tracts that turn into 
swaraps, in an immense dull and mournful plain of mud, in which oui’ 
mules sink up to their saddle-girths. The sun disappears behind the 
mountains that encircle us, and we struggle on, plodding behind the 
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silent and sullen Kaid, lost in tlie dull grey extent of these nmrshes, 
reeking with an all-pervading inoisture. Gradually we outstrip the 
baggage inules, our train is hroken up in distant groups, and each one 
follows as best he can. Thc 


e.xhausted aniinals inake 
pr(jlonged halts and are 
hardly able to start afresli. 
An icy wind chills our 
boiies, and tlie distant out- 
liues are growing darker in 
tlie blue .shadows of tlie 
twilight that fall.s slowly 
and stretches like a great 
shroud 011 the uiiiforni aiid 
lugubrious plaiii. 

At length, as night is 
coming in, we eiiierge one 
by one, fagged, soiled, froni 
this sea of niud, and we 
halt 011 the slope of a hill 
near a ilaiun'. Ingrani and 
llnrris are the hret to 
arrive with the Kaid ; rores- 
tier and I follow on their 
heels ; theii coiiies Marshall, 
beiit double on his saddle, 
liis leatures distorted with 
pain; then we di.scern 
through the mist the still' 


silhouette of iinpa.ssible 

llrooks, and that is all! As far as the eye caii search, no trace of our 
rearguard is perceptible in the darkness, which grows deeper and deeper. 
The country is ill-faiiied, infested by bold iniscreants always ujion the 
watch to idunder distressed cara\ ans. We are getting uneasy as to the 
lati! of oiir seiwaiits. 


Q 
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llanis, e.scorte<;l by an Arab ot' the douar, who is riding Ingrain s 
borse, goes out to reconnoitre, ancl returns after a few minutes. He bas 
discoyered our men at tbe foot of tlie bill, and tbey soon make tbeir 
appeai-ance with tbe mules. Alen and beasts are worn out witli fatigue 
and dripping witb liquid nuid. The baggage is splashed all over. 

Mad witli rage, our e.\a.si)erated muleteers make an onslaught on tbe 
Kaid, wbo misdirected tbein. They surrouncl him,bustle and abuse bim. 
and we basten to interfere in order to pacify tbem and extricate the obl 
inaii froni tlicir clutcbes. 

Tlie camp is pitchecl by the ligbt of a tire, wliicb tbe peo])le of tlie 
doiiar liave lit witbin the ring of tbe tents, as tbe neigbbourhood is 
anytliing but safe, and we go to sleep amid tbe din made by baying dogs 
and by our guards, wbo keep sbouting to keep tbemselves awake. 






THK SKnOU. 


yiiH-JU Beni Jlassan, \2ih iehruary. 

Whex \ve strike our teiits the wealher is threatening, the air is 
' sultry, ancl l)ig clouds roll in the dull and heavy sky. We fcel tliat 
\vaterfalls are hanging over our heads. 

At first \ve skirt cultivated fields whcre Arabs lead their ploughs, 
drawn by small riiddy-coated oxen. White ibis follow in the wake of 
the teani, pecking at worms and insects in the cut opcu furrows. Some 
are resting on the backs of the oxen. 

The ground grows more uneven. The gorse and dwarf palms 
alternate with great bare rocky patches, and on our right, in the far-ofr 
distance, the meanders of the Sebou glisten in pale tints in the plain 
bordered by a range of low mountains. 

The sky has beconie of a livid hue, the clouds are lower, and crawl 

Q 2 






228 AMOKG THE ilOOKS. 

liejivily, the atmosphere is sultry ancl oppressive, big drops fall with a 
sliarp sound, the clouds bui-st, and the rain coines down in torrents. 
Streams are instantly formed, unite into pools, tumble along the 
crumbling paths. Tlie wind sweeps the lonesome plain, furiously 
driving the rain which lashes our faces, rattles over our dripping water- 
proofs, and we march on, blinded under the howling waterspout, 
drcnched to the skin. 

Aftcr an hour of this turmoil the rage of the squall abates, the down- 
pour slackens, the sky clears up, and we find ourseh es on the banks of 
tlie Seliou, whose swift turljid waters speed on boisterously. Its streani 
is obstructcd here and there by sandbanks and eonrmous darkish rocks. 



Aftcr skirting for some time the abrupt banks, we arrivc at the ford. 

The (lcscont of the cliiV is most arduous. Thc clay, drenched by the 
rain, has been translormed into a niarsh full of tiabby and tenacious 
niud, where tlie mules stick fast; and wheu they do succeed in extri- 
cating themseWes fidiii this viscous niess, it is only to slide on their 
hiiid-quarters, in a succession of alternatiug slips and tumble.s, down a 
steep slope of a greater con.sisteiice, but which the raiii has iiiade 
extreiiiely smooth aud slippcry. 

Tlie Kaid is the lirst to cnter the river. We follow clo.se beliiiid in 
Indiau file, and our baggagc imiles come next, led by the driycrs wading 
by thcir side. The water leaches ii]) to the girths of our beasts; thcy 
proceed slowly, hesitatingly, with the utmost cautiou facing the u])- 
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roarious current, and cleaving it sideways. Now and then tliey come to 
a dead halt, with a shudder that shakes their whole frame, stretch out 
their necks and start afresh, carefully feeling their way, and never 
setting one foot before the other until they have salished themselves 
that tliey can do so safely. 

We reach the opposite .shore without any accident. Tho bank on 
that side presents a less hard declivity; the soil is inore firm, less 
nnevon than on the other border. We wait in a colza lield, nnder a 
pelting shower, till the baggage niules and the drivers have crossed the 
stream. 

In front of us, .standing dark against the raiige of hills liorderiug the 
liorizon, a huge ma.ss of rocks, strangely isolated in the plain, towers 
aloft to the height of a hundred feet, like a colossal and fantastic 
animal. The Arabs eall it the “ lIaya-al-Ouerkaf.” 

It has left olf raining, the sky is ipiite bright again, the sun comforts 
us with its cheery glow, and after an hour’s marcli through the dwarf 
I>alms and the sparse tilled fields, we reach a douur consisting of a few 
liouses. This liamlet is situated on the .slope of a hill in the valley of 
tlie Oued Warglila, and its thatched cottages form j)icturesque gronps in 
the shade of cliimjis of taniarisks. 




——^ 



TIIE OUKD \VAI!GIII.A. 


iiidi-MoliainiiiedSlieri/, iSlh Fehruary. 

TiiK glowiiig suu, briglit aiul wanu, shines iu the decp blue ether ot' a 
uiarvellous liinpidity. Befoiyi us the pluin undulates in gentle waves 
as far as tlie foot of the Beni‘l^Tsara niountains, with indented suniniits 
of a very accentiiatod blue. Karther oii, lieyond another range of niounts 
of an extreniely traiisparent greyish blue, you descry the snowy peaks 
of tlie Slieshouan inountains. 

Harris, with a stately wuve of his liaiid, points them oiit to us, aiid, 
jiroud of liis past exploits, anticipatcs tliose to come. 

Wo are close to the Oued Warglila. The sportsnien disnwiint and 
wend tlieir way across tlie tields towards the ford. The scenery is 
graceAilly riistic Groups of trees relieve the monotony of tlio great 
lines of thc plain, streams gleam in tlie tall grass luinlered by irises, 
gladioles, reeds, wheuce woodcocks wing their Aight. Coveys of red 
jiartridges rise uiider our horses’ hoofs in the clover and colza lields. 
Marigolds, that grow tliick and stroiig, .stretch in golden sheets by the 
side of plots of mallows and lavender, exhaling sweet odours. You 
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skirt tlie edge of thick cliuiips of rose-bays, cork-trces, uiid lentisks. Birds 
warble uuder tbe vaults of grcenery; wanton biitterHies tumble about, 
bustled by tbe breeze; bees are at work, tbeir bodies buried in tlie 
cbalices of Howers, and einerge, banipered by tbo pollen tliat burdens 
their legs. And tbe incessant buzzing of tbe inbnitesimal creation,^of 
tbe myriads of iinperceptible winged beings wbirling in tbe air,—tbe dull 
.sounds of tbe eternal toil of tbe innumerable army of insects,—ascends 
aIoft in a confused rumour, like a distant ecbo Ii'om tbe ocean. 

Antonio and bis brotber Ximrods bave not wasted tbeir jiowder and 



•rnK ocKD w.\miiii,.\. 

sbot. Tbeir bag consists of a score and a*iialf of jiartridges, (juail.s, and 
siupe. 

Tbc ero.ssiug of tlie Oued Wargbb.Oakes jdace witbout iinjiedinient; 
we move along tbe jilain, wbicb rises in a very soft acelivity, aud brings 
us to tbe base of some denuded, banen bills, destitute of any vegetation 
wbatsoever. Neav a spriiig surrounded by stones, at tbe bottom of a 
ravine, women are drawing water, Tbe ground gi-ows more uneven, 
and we descend into gorges bristling witb a wild vegetation; tben we 
find ourselves again on woody billsides witb tilled slojies, we come acnjss 
some douars, pass tbrougb villages, and suddenly on tbe flank of a bill 
we set eyes on a swarming crowd. 

It is a market, sucb as is beld on certain days in tbe villages or 
tbeir vicinity, sometimes at a good distance, as in tbe present case, but 
always oii fi.xed days, on settled sites, and iinariably tbe same. 
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We move unioiig Ihe people, who one and all scrutinize xis with a 
kindly curiosity. The crowd is •'ay, very noisy, and good-natured. 

15 road-shouldered nien from tlie Beni M’sara tril>es, stalwart and 
supple, witli their long guns on their shoulders, the Ihawjiar in their 
belts, havc como down from their mountains. They stalk proudly, 

towering a 1 )ove tlie crowd, with 
ihe red clotli wrapper of their 
inusket round their heads as « 
turhan. Thcre are people Irom 
the tlharl) wiui^jjed iii their 
rough woollen lunhs, peasants or 
krammes with siniply a tunic 
fastened round Clie waist hy a 
leather helt, and negroes clad in 
ample red or lenion-coloured 
snlhams. Lost in the crowd, 
tiglitly wrapped in long .scant 
l)lue rol)es, with hlack cajis on 
their heads, soine weazen-faced 
Jews are worining ahout with a 
tiinid and erafty look and hent 
haek, a.ssuming a Iiuinhlc niien, 
eiideavouring to sell at e.vorhi- 
tant prices their hales of cotton- 
stuHs—the refuse of storehouses, 
sent theni hy their European 
hrethren. 

A nuniher of wretche»! articles 
are sjiread out on the ground, on 
inats, in hovfas; seeds, dates, dried figs, flat loave 8 , kitchen and 
toilette imiilements, nails, old iron. The rough iahrics of the locality, 
clothcs, game-bags, dressed leather, are heaped up in soine small tents. 

Negroes are cooking nondescript messes on small earthen kitcheners, 
and water-sellers are promenading with their dripping skins. 

Our men are plied with ipiestions: “ Who are we, whence do we 
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conie, wliere are \ve goin", what is onr crrancl, how do we live, etc. ? ” 
ancl their replies nuist he rather strange, juclging from the startlecl 
e.\pression of the in(pnsitive ones, and the attention they bestow on 
all our moveinents, feeling our clothes, hngering our boots, jostling one 
anotlier to have a lietter view of the cabalistic tigures that are clrawn 
in Forestier’s album and mine. 

“We leave these worthy people, and go along the borders of a 
watercourse at the bottom of an extremely fertile ancl well-tillcd Yalley. 
This river sejiarate.s us from tlie territory occujiied by the unconcjuered 



TIIK ItlVKIt. 

mountaineers of the Beni M’.sani, tliroiigli wliich it would be iiniirudent 
Ibr us to journey, to say the least. We tlierefore take good care 
to kee]> 011 the wc.st bank, where we are in perfect .safety. 

'This side is very steep, ancl forms a kind of bulwark that abruptly 
liniits the plain stretcliiiig to the foot of the mountains inhabited by 
tlie unsubduecl tribes. 

In sonie parts the bank, whose upper edge we are skirting, rises in 
alinost vertical slope, covered with thickets, brambles, bushes that 
grow clown to tall trees below, along tlie water edge, opposite copses 
of willows, ro.se-bays, and poniegranates, which line the exceedingly 
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level bank on the other side. From where we stand \ve are able to 
scan the wayward meanders of the winding in the plain, and the 
harsh lines, the jagged summits of the blocks of the Beni M’sara 
standing in rugged outline on the sky. 

We shortly descry a village, follow a kind of sandy highway right 
through it, and halt on the top of a hill commanding the river, near 
some vast buildings, the property of Sidi-Mohammed, a lich and highly 
venerated relative of the Sherif of Ouezzan. 

Harris, accompanied by the Kaid, who remains on his knees, after 
kissing the tbreshold of the door, pays him a visit, and is received with 
aflfable politeness. Soon after, besides a bountiful mouna, quantities of 
green tea, sugar, and mint leaves are sent us in beautiful china vases 
with polychrome de.signs. The Sherif, in his kind attention, has gone so 
far as to provide us with silver spoons, and a ready-lit stove joined to 
a tripod of hammered iron, wrought artistically, on which is placed a 
copper kettle full of boiling water. To all this he has added a superb 
copper tray, delicately chiselled, bearing, instead of cups, small dainty 
crystal glasses adorned with designs of rose, green, and white enamel. 

Our old gormandiser of a Kaid makes tea “ a la Mauresque ” ; that 
is, he nearly fills the teapot M'ith sugar and tea, adds a handful of mint 
leaves, pours the boiling water, stirs the mixture with a spoon, and in 
a few minutes we are served yith the remarkable beverage. We take 
a sip of the nectar, and at once put dowu our glas.ses almost untoucbed, 
to the great astonishment of tfie old soldier, who, without losing a 
moment, drains our glasses to the very la.st drop with peculiar clicks of 
tongue and loud smacking ot lips. Then he greedily quaffs what 
remains of the decoction in the teapot, which he fills afresh with tea, 
sugar, mint, and boiling water, and swallows innumerable glassfuls 
of this sickening syrup, stopping only when the ingredients fail him. 

Now that he is glutted to his heart’s content, he produces his 
disgustingly foul, tattered handkerchief, and makes a conscientious 
ajiplication thereof to the tray, the spoons, and the glasses. He was 
on the point of bearing them back to the Sherif after having wiped 
them in this fashion, when Brooks, who by chance had witnessed this 
summary and picturesque cleansing of the tea-things, interfered iu 
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tiine, snatcheil tlieiii out of his hands in order to wash tlieni thoroughly 
and return thein to their owner. 

After this grand feast Hadj Moliainined is iu ^ery good spirits, 
and kind enough to condescend for a consideration, and under seal 
of secrecy with regard to his co-religionists, ito allow Forestier and 
inyself to inake a sketch of liis old shrivelled and tanned countenance. 







01IEZ/,AN. 


Ouezzun, I K/i Pchruary. 

1t fio/,c last night, Imt the sun rosc in radiancy, drinking up the 
nioisturc of the inorning inists, wanning tlie grass nunihcd hy tlie cold, 
and the air is fresh and s\vcet-S|pented. 

llarris waits upon the Slierif to take leave of hini, and \ve resunie 
our journey. We are at ahout four hours’ niarch from Ouezzan, and we 
de.scry the twin peaks of its inountain, standing out very clearly on 
a sky of great purity. 

We are following the suinniits of steep and rocky hills, which we 
dcscend, only to get heinired in tlie swainps at thc bottom of narrow 
Yalleys. Theii we skirt the bunks of streams Aowing across meadows 
dotted with daisies, irises, crocuses; we enter hare gorges where the heat 
is overpowering. Now the ground changes in appearance, the hills are 
getting smoother and unroll themselves in quieter depressions; rivulcts 
run in every direction, clumps of trees are seen here and there; we come 
upon wild orchards encircled hy low walls of loose stones, wliere old 
gnarled fig-trees aro growing with vines twined round their twisted 









OUEZZAN. 


237 


boughs. The countiy assumes more cliaracteristic features, and the 
region becomes more and more wooded; we are Mlowing the skirts of 
thick woods of olives; we meet with springs, around which travellers 
are halting; we pass numerous herds of o.Ken with caravans, troops of 
camels, and, suddenly reaching the end of a plateau, we sight Ouezzan, 
the holy city of the Sherifs, the Eome of Moghreb, lying at the foot of a 
mountain covered with groves of orange-trees and olives, interspersed 
with wide barren and rocky patches. 

The town rises in tiers of white terraces, climbing the steep declivity, 
and from the middle of this sheet glittering with light spring tall square 
minarets, domes, green-tiled roofs of mosciues, and farther on, ijeyond 
the hilly masses bristliiig with sharp points, with slopes climbing one 
above the other, you see tlie snowy summits of the Sheshouan 
mountains. 

Harris promises us a generous hospitality on the part of the Sherif, 
who is a friend of his. He gives us wonderful accounts of the 
sumptuousness of his palaces, and describes the strange things to be seen 
there. He e.\patiates on the gold-iish swimming in marble basins 
incrusted with massive gold, on the rare lurniture, wondrous prayer 
carpets, and fairy-like gardens. He gives us a glimpse of a prince-like 
reception with unexpected honours, Mlowed by plentiful mowwas served 
in luKurious kiosks, with sculptured, ptynted and gilded ceilings, walls 
adorned with silken hangings and gold .stitched velvet, surrounded by 
rich and downy couches. 

We inake our way down the hill thinking of the sweet things in 
store for us. The ground is sandy, cut up, covered with dwarf palins, 
tamarisks, undergrowth of red laurels. Then we ascend a broad road 
lined with low walls enclosing shady gardens. The middle of this road 
is a cesspool of liquid mud, where the mules sink in right up to the 
knees. At a sharp bend it leads us down a steep declivity, and we find 
ourselves in the suburbs of Ouezzan. 

We pick our way along iilthy muddy streets lined with vile broken- 
down huts, we wind through a maze of narrow and dirty lanes, and we 
stop at a crossway by a mosque, wliile Harris goes to apprise the Sherif 
of our amval. 
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After an interval of lialf-an-l»our Harris makes his reappearance: he 
looks utterly disappointed. He had declared his Christian name, 
surname, and status to the Sherifs secretary, begging him to inform his 
raaster of his amval, and the latter made answer that he, by no means, 
cared to receive him, that they had no house to lodge us in, and that the 
best thing we could do wa-s to go and encamp on the Souh outside the 
town. We could not have been informed in a less courteous and more 
peremptory manner that our presence was importunate, and that we 
might go to the devil for all they cared. 

Harris, horribly vexed at this alTront, as wanton as it was in- 
explicable, leads us towards the Soiok, and we follow him with all our 
illusions grievously dispelled. Having reached the square, our men 
pitch the camp on gi-ound dedled by garbage and otrensive refuse, in 
the middle of a brutal, terribly aggressive crowd of people, who do not 
scruple to‘insult: us and make coarse gibes at our expense. The old 
Kaid, in spite of the free and impartial application of his strap on the 
backs of the populace, is outmatched, and our men are compelled to 
come to the rescue and to support him and aid him to drive ofr some 
evil-disposed rascals who are bent on examining our tents at too 
close quarters. 

Harris, who is unable to account for this sudden change iu the 
feelings of the Sheiif with respect to himself, comes to the conclusion 
that the secretary has not taken the trouble to inform his niaster of his 
presence, aud that it was of his 6 wu accord that he so cavalierly sent 
us . . . to encamp on the Souk. He entrnsts a note for the Sherif to one 
of our men, and charges him to deliver it personally into the hands of 
the addre^see. 

He guessed rightly: the secrctary had not acquitted himself of the 
commission, and had throughout acted on his own authority j for the 
messenger retums accompanied by an escort of a dozen soldiers, who are 
to take us and our baggage to a lodge which the Sherif places at our 
disposal. At the same time he summons Harris to bis presenee and 
condescends to offer him liis excuses for the uncivil manner, iii which 
his secretary has denied him his request, owing to a regrettable 
niisunderstanding. In fact, the latter mistook us for some Germans who 
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recently, during tlieir stay in Ouezzan, after being very well received by 
the Slieiif, conducted themselves like veritab]e cads. 

Harris, reinstated in our esteem, is beaming with joy, and our hopes 
once more rise h%h. We shall at last gaze on the gold-fish, the maihle 
basin incrusted with gold, the fairy palaces, the enchanted gardens, and, 
M'ho knows! perhaps lovely slaves doeile to all our caprices. 

Our hearts beating with joy, proudly settled upon our mules, we 
leave the abominable Soule and its motley crowd, who alreadj'^ show 
seme signs of respect, and we wade through the mud after the soldiers, 
who oonduct us to the ^uartei-s which the Sherif has provided for us. 
Our men are put up somewhere or other in the town. Our domicile is 
indeed a ratlier small one; it is hardly more than a simpie dilapidated 
portieotacing a long narrowroom, where tliey set up our beds. Instead 
of ceiliugs resplendent with gildrng, there are only ralters innocent of 
all adornment; for mural decorations, instead of silken and velvet 
stuffs embroidered Mdtli gold, we have naked partitions from which the 
plaster falls in large scales; in lieu of the rich silken sofas and soft 
cushions conjured up by our imaginations, the floor is paved with 
mosaic work, for the niost part rough and broken; the encliauted 
gardens have dwindled into an old de.serted kitchen garden, destitute of 
any vegetation, in whose corners lie in profusion heaps of cabbage stalks 
and other veget!ible refuse mingled MdUi iilthy rubbish; there is not 
even a trace of red fish, let alone tlie gold ones, and I firmly believe 
that we shail hai e to give up our foifdly eherished hope of seeing any 
of the slaves or lovely almehs appear in this hovel. 

It is not exactly what Harris Jiad led us to expect; indeed, it is 
quite the reverso. We had anticipated something more luxurious, 
less scantily furnished. And yet Harris is not a native of Gascony, 
and there is not, to my knowledge, a province of this name and 
with like reputation iu the United Kingdom. . . . But after all it is 
perhaps a mistake; the soldiers in their excitemeut, wlien setting 
eyes again on Bouak-al-Hadj, must have lost their heads, and they 
undoubtedly brought us to tbe gai-dener’s lodge, in the same way that 
on our arriyal they sent us . . . to the Souk. It is certain that matters 
will be mended to-morrow. rorestier is C/Onvinc6d that such will be the 
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ca.se, and I share his opinion; Ingram devoutly hopes so, and Marshall 
tollows suit. Harris keeps his own eounsel, but I ani sure he thinks 

as we do. We go to sleep 
dreaming of w o n d r o u s 
palace.s, of sultans, slaves, 
hoiuis, and a heap of pleasant 
Oriental things. 



This morning we take a 
stroll through the towu. 
The streets arc disgracefully 
unclean and are eovered witli 
liuddles of mud, l)ones with 
tlesh still adhering to them, 
and rotten vegetubles. The 
houses are low, but some 
few rejoice in European wiii- 
dows with shutters painted 
blue. Tlie walls are greasy, 
degraded. We pass under 
ruined archways, damp vaults 
full of lissures, and worm- 
eaten trellis-work. 

The saddlers’ ipiarter is 
nothing else but a long 
swamp of black mire lincd 
with tumblc-down shojis, 
where bags of worked leather, 
shot pouches, and hahondis are 
ollered for sale. 4'he clothes 
bazaar, iiear that of the gold- 
smith.s’, is dark, narrow, very 
poorly provided with wares. 
It commuuicates with au adjunct, a large rectangular square thatched 
with reeds and resting on huge raftere supjjorted by a row of rough- 
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hewn logs, forming a colonnade in the central line of the square. 
Alost of the shops are closed. A motley crowd hlls all these bazaars; 
negroes, Moors, mouutaineers, Berbers, Jews, and some European 
renegades who have settled in the country. 

Close to our lodge stands a superb mosque. Its octagoual tower of 
red brick is inlaid with maguihcent \vhite and green tiles in mosaics, 
framed in ornamental centerings cut out in delicately worked small 
ogees. Tlie minaret rises above—also octagonal—with a roof of green 
tiles, surmounted by its file of gilded l)alls, and topped by a golden 
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crescent. Parallel to onc of the sides of tbe minaret, and toweriug up 
above, a cross beam is erected, on which the mucdden lioists the white 
llag at the prayer hour. 

A very low piece of construction, provided with a tiny door with 
festooned ogee, a narrow wiiulow in the shape of an embrasure, and a 
roof of duU, discoloured, moss-eaten tiles, rests against tlie base of the 
tower. 

A large ogee door opening on a square block of masonry, covered 
over by a large white cuiiola, leads to the mosque, whose large open 
square court, paved in marble and tile mosaics and central fountain, we 
' n 
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can very distinctly make out in every interior detail. This conrt is sur- 
rounded by porticoes opening into galleries roofed in with cedar rafters. 
There are doors at different places in the walls. The arches, with 
very neat arrises and exquisitely shaped curves, are of a dazzling white. 
The floor is co.vered with mats on which the faithfal are prostrated. 

The great ©gee archway, with carved voussoirs, ia which two columns 
with Corinthian capitals support a woadrous entablature, is framed in 
a splendid portal. Tirst it is the architrave, all dressed up witli tiles, 
rosettes and stars interlaced with lines of charming design ; then a frieze 
scooped into a series of arcades, ogees, and interlacings combined with 
exquisite taste, caryed in a lacework of arabesque3; and lastly a cornice 
consisting of a succession of narrow elongated consoles sculptured 
daintily and supporting a roof of tiles. 

The glare of the fiery midday sun iinparts to this monumental arch- 
way a fairy-like appearance. The balls of the minaret sparkle; the light 
plays on the tiles, standing out in clear tints on the dusky red af the old^ 
bricks, rosed by the sun; the domes and whitewashed walls gleam with. 
blinding radiancy ; the tall portal and the minaret’s roofs are resplendent, 
with a streaming flood of emerald green Aashes, and bluish tints glist^n 
on the marble of. the cohimns. The sun irradiates the whole with his 
ardent golden beams; cliugi^ig to the numberless reliefs of the superb 
entablaturc; gHding over the roses and the stars of the tiles in the 
architravti; acceatuating the rapuldings of the interlaced ornaments in 
the frieze; the carved faciags of the consoles in the cornice producing 
unexpected efifeots of vigorous intensity. 

In spite of the noisy and troublesome remadcs of a mob of true 
believers and mendicants who encircle me, I succeed in giving the 
Anishing touches tp a fully detailed sketch of the interior of the mosque. 

Harris comes to inform us that his highness Sidi-Hadj-el-Arbi, the 
■eldest son of the Sherif of Ouezzan, Hadj-abd-es-Selam, deigns to accord 
us an audience sometime in the afternoon. We make ourselves tidy, and 
Tollow the servant of his highness to the palace. 

At last we are going to set eyes on the maiweUous things which 
Harris so eloquently described, and this dazzling prospect fairly sets our 
nerves vibrating and brings up to red heat our over-excited imaginations. 
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Leaving the garden we go down an almost vertical incline. We halt 
opposite a high wall, along which soldiers are reclining. One of these 
opens a small door leading to a kind of waiting-room—an unfurnished 
chamber lined with wooden benches—then going through a second door, 
we follow a narrow passage, go down a few stepg into a garden with 
flower-beds and small sanded paths, surrounded by walls hung with 
climbing plants, rose-trees, clematis, jessamine. We hear the bubbling 
of some fountains hard by. In front of us a long, low, white portico 
with marble columns, supporting ogees with very varied and intricate 
traceries, stands in front of the Sherifs apartments. 

In the middle of the portico, under the arcade, a cedar folding-door, 
decorated with copper ornaments, opens in an ogee archway supported 
by small double columns of marble. 

We are ushered in by slaves. Selim, who accompanies us, kisses 
the threshold, and we enter a room with a ceiling of bare raiters. The 
narrow chamber extends a long way right and left, and is hung with 
half-drawn curtains by which it can be divided, when necessary, into 
several compartments. The middle of the room is paved with mosaics. 
At the foot of a wide staircase facing the entrance door and leading to 
the divan there is a curious ill-shaped object made of wood and copper, 
which does duty for a chandelier, ande between its branches jets of 
water flow without touching the grotesqiffe structure. 

We have not yet realised our disaam of the “ thousand and one 
nights,” but ere long we shall probably be showh into the famous gilded 
chambers. The present room can only be a sort of hall for receiving 
people who are not on the visiting list. 

On one of the sofas Sidi-Hadj-el-Arbi is reclining, dressed in a blue 
sulham and a silk haih as white as snow, and occupying himself with 
cutting pieces of cardboard with a pair of scissors. Two straw-seated 
chairs of white wood and cushions are brought in for us. 

Hadj-el-Arbi seems to be about thirty years of age. He has a 
swarthy complexion, very dark eyes, rather heavy eyelids, thick lips, 
and a slightly prominent aquiline nose. On his pleasing face there is 
a proud and refined expression, and the whole aspect of the man seems 
to wear an air of polite disdain, languor, and kindly feeling. 

E 2 
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Tea is served. He asks to see our sketches, wliich he examines 
with some interest. Then he invites us to accompany him to the divan, 
where we sit down, our legs crossed in Oriental fashion, on mattresses 
covered with carpets, among his ministers and councillors, by the side 
of a big gawky creature, with a deranged nervous system—a sort of 
laughing-stock, a huffoon, unconscious of the part he is playing. 

We conyerse a little through Antonio and Harris, who act as our 
dragomans; tease now and again the wretched noodle, who starts at 
every movement we make, and drain a few more cups of tea scented 
with mint, vervain, and amber. The Sherif graciously makes Harris a 
present of a very pretty Smyrna carpet, and we then take leave of our 
amiable host and return to our quartens. 

On eur way Forestier cast a glance into the basin into which the jet 
of water flows in order to get a glimpse of the famous gold-fish. It is 
true he saw an old, snuiTy salamander, but not the least trace of the 
most attenuated bleak or of the tiniest gudgeon. Harris forestalls our 
question3 by explaining that Si Ali, the Sherifs secretary, informed him 
that they died last year from inAammation of the lungs, which was 
brought on by a cold they had caught after the candles of the chandelier 
had been put out. 

When we express our surprise at the bareness of the walls and 
the ceilings, the scarcity and'the indi£ferent quality of the carpets, and 
finally at this more than Spartau simplicity, when, led by his descrip- 
tions, we expected to find dazzling luxury, Harris at last discloses with 
a sigh the sad truth. The poor Sherif is at the present moment awfully 
in want of cash, thanks to the wild extravagances of his fatlier, who is 
married to an English lady and settled in Algiers, where he is living in 
grand style, too grand, even for a Sherif, and Sidi-Hadj-el-Arbi, like a 
good son desirous of rendering monetary assistance to his illustrious 
parent, and of paying a few pressing debts, resolved to turn everything 
to account. He has sold or pawned the beautiful Jiwites embroidered 
with gold, the silk and velvet nushions; and Ihe superb prayer carpets; 
he has let his magnificent gardens, got rid of a part of his wardrobe and 
his harem, and has gone even so far as to scrape off the gold from his 
panels to turn it into hard cash. AU this has been done to fill the gap 
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niade iii tlie treasiire of tlie Sherifs by liis amiable sire, wlio is a great 
epicure aiid very fond of costly dainties. 

We have now biddeu adieu to our last, lingering illusions. Tlie 
l*ope of Morocco reduced like a penniless prodigal to pawn his knick- 
knacks, and to inake the shady acquaintance of “ uncle,” seemed liighly 
improbable, but it M’as, unfortunately, strictly true. 
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Near Ouezzan, IGth Nehruary. 

We set out in dull cold weather. We leave the town by one of the 
two gates that open on to the l^uk, wliich we cross. For soine niinutes 
we follow a miry path liiied by a hedge of cactuses and aloes on either 
side; then leaving the gloomy mihs of the old Ouezzan ori our right we 
come into the open country. In front of us stretches a succession of 
plateaus bounded on tho horizon by mountain peaks shaded by niist. 
The soil is sandy, covered with dwarf palms. The weather clears up a 
little, but it still continues cold. 

The plateaus have given place to a number of low, steep hills 
crowned with rocks. We wind round the declivitous slopes, and in the 
valleys we skirt along streams that have dug their deep beds in the 
sand, and llow clear and fresh between banks lined with rose-bays, 
pomegrauates, cork-trees, that fonn an almost continuoiis leafy arbour, 
beneath which we hear the water rippling over the pebblcs. Tho sun 
has come out; the sky is of a fine deep blue. 
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On an abrupt, rocky ascent, bare of any regetation, furrowed by 
the rains, scorchecl by the sun, we meet with an invalid lying on his 
back, with scarcely any covering, on an ass led by anotlier Arab. Tlie 
poor wretch, racked by fever, groans frig]itfully; his limbs dangle along 
the legs of his beast; his head tosses to and fro on the croup. Now and 
again the animal stunibles or slips on this rugged ground, tlien the body 
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is .shakeu in a frightful maiiner, aiid you hear a heartrending cry. Far 
away in the distance vultures follow the lugubrious gi‘Oup. 

Tlie hills become woody. We follow a pretty sandy road along the 
flank of a ravme. At tho foot on our left runs iioisily a stream through 
clusters of trees of various essences; on our right every part of the hill 
to the vcry top abounds with olive-trees centuries old, with enormous 
gnarled trunks cut througli by wide Assures, aiid their huge brauches 






24S 


a:hoxg tue muoijs. 


twistcd in fantastic curves stretch high over our heads. Thatched 
houses rise between the trees, echeloning on the side of the hill. 

As it leaves the gorge, the streani, obstructed by an enormous, 
almost vertical, limestone cliff, nearly a hundred feet high, forms an 
underground channel, and emerging Ijeneath a broad archway falls iuto 
a pool dug in the sand, and surrounded by big blocks of detached rock. 
Women with copper and earthenware pitchers come here to draw water. 

The path continues to wind along the flank of the hill on the borders 
of the olive wood, which is used as a burial-place by the villagcrs, and 
numerous white slabs on njounds of earth mark out the grave3. Down 
below on the left mountains and valley3 rise and fall in low undulations, 
and far in the distance we can see on tbe horizon a baud of light—the 
Atlantic. 

On the hillside, not far away, our men pitch the camp uear a hamlet 
surrounded by orange- and olive-trees. 
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On the tvay to AUCazarj \lth rehruary. 

Under a glowing sun, in a da 2 zling blue sky, we break up the comp. 
For two hours we journey across a group of liills, uniformly covered 
with dwarf palms, ferns, and gorse. Then we issue forth to a wooded, 
fertile, well-cultivated plain, watered by numerous streams and full of 
life. Eushes, irises, grow in thick nlasses, and willows, with a pro- 
fusion of shrubs, plants, ilowers, overspread the banks with the network 
of their e.\uberant vegetation. The waters teem with little fish, and 
when the frightened shoals, scared by our presence, make a sudden dive 
aud dart through the clear water, their scales llash again ; tortoises are 
swiraming beneath the surface, frogs are leaping on every side, and long 
green snakes crawl silently in the grass under the large leaves; the 
perfumed llowers, glide into the water, cross the stream with head erect 
aud fixed eyes, and are lost in the verdure on the opposite bank. 

We ride along narrow, intersecting paths of fine sand, between grassy 
plots dotted with blue daisies, gentians, mallows, and on either side 
unroll fields of lavender waving under the breeze, of colza, barley, and 
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clover. Larks trill their passionate notes in the deep azure; men with 
bronzed features, bare arms, and garments tucked up to the waist, are 
guiding their Ught ploughs; fresh breaths pass with strong balmy 
odours, and the sun irradiates with his luminous splendour, fecundates 
with his warm caress the earth palpitating with life, swelling laden with 
humus, gorged with essences. 

We leave these fertile plains and pass on to sandy tracts. We find 
again the endless expanse of ferns and dwarf palms, the barren, stony 
grounds covered with gorse, thorn bushes, the numberless rocky ridges, 
the wild yaileys with streams of clear water between verdant banks; 
the vast- dismal regions without villages, without houses, without tents, 
where there are neither men nor Aocks, where only the vultures soar 
oYerhead with hoarse cries. 

A last plateau' which wĕ cross through lentisks, gigantic gorse, that 
lash our taoes at every step, brings us to a group of hills bending in 
ample and soft curves, partly under cultivation. The crude and harsh 
tints of the brown, green, aiid yellow helds contrast with the mono- 
tonous hue of this sea of verdure. On the side of one of the hills rise 
the thatched roofs of a village. 

The road Mlows the bare banks of a rivulet, which widens out here 
and there into broad pools. We leave on the left the ruined tomb of a 
saint, sheltered by a clurap ^f olive-trees, and near the douar we 
come to a halt. The sportsmen, except Marshall, who is stUl ailing, 
have gone shooting, and the men*pitch our camp. 

This evening the villagers are merry-making. We hear the shrill 
notes of the bagpipes and the Autes, and the roll of the tabors. As 
the night is very clear, we distinguish the sUhouettes of men pressed 
close together, linked arm in arm in a circle, behding backwards and 
forwards with a jerky rhythmic movement, and uttering in accbrd a 
hollow cry, a sort of smothered doleful lamentation, each time they 
bend their bodies. One of the men is in the centre of the circle, 
twisting and turning himself in a violent lascivious fashion, clapping 
his hands to beat time. Now and again one of the dancers gives a 
shriek and falls foaming on the ground. They carry him off, an Arab 
from the crowd takes his place, and the dancing goes on more lustily 
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than ever, while the bystanders continue to clap their hands, beating an 
accompaniment to the modulations of tbe orchestra of Autes, tabors, 
and bagpipes. 

On drawing nearer we are greatly amazed to see in the centre of the 
cirele of dancers our worthy Selim, very wide-awake, with gleaming 
eyes, disporting himself with the lewd gestures of an ape. 

As the merry-making threatens to go on for eYer, we retura to the 
camp, and for a long time the noise of this wild revelry prevents us 
getting to sleep. 

This morning the sun is dazzling, the heat oppressive. The sports- 
men brought baek, yesterday, fifteen brace of partridges, a hare, and a 
few (pails. As the country abounds in game, we are going tp stay a 
day longer to massacre a few more poor birds. 

Oh, these fanatic sportsmen! How many times Forestier and I 
have vowed to sacrifice them to the gods infernal, when in order to glut 
their sanguinary and irresistible passion for kilUng a brace of partridges, 
a hare, or a dozen larks, they have forced us to dawdle on over 
monotonous wearisome plains, absolutely devoid of any interest, while 
close by were curious ruins, wonderful landscapes, and picturesque 
rivers. 

Mequinez, with its majestic and mournful sadness, its splendid 
gateways, ravaged by centuries, and its imposing ramparts with broken 
crownings; Fez, with its frowning ‘'disjointed walls, its mysterious 
mosques, its quaint streets, and strange people; Ouezzan, that curious 
city of the Moghreb; Al-Cazar, Al-Araish, Arzilah, all these wonderful 
towns, failed to excite in them any otlier feeling than weariness and 
deep disgust, never meant more to them than piles of ruins, mid 
labyrinths of dirty streets, from which tliey were always eager to 
escape in order to “ make speak the powder ” to the ears of the rabbits 
in the plain. 

A flock of sheep, which he lost no time in photographing, was 
sure to interest Ingram far more than the old dismantled gateways with 
their duU and solemn aspect; Harris never saw in these curious and 
«ilent cities of Islam anything except the bazaars, and in the bazaars an 
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opportunity of making a good bargain; Mai^sball maJe a poiut of 
parailing bia careless indifference to ever}’tbing. And we two, Forestier 
and I—victims of this maniacal partiality to Adcks of sbeep, of tbis 
insatiable desire to worry, witb luxuriou3 bammerless guns, tbe live3 of 
inofrensive Moorisb partridges, of tbe censurable contempt for tbings of 
an original and suijreme beauty—we quitted tbese bewitcbing towns of 
tbe East witb bitter regret, and in a pensive mood we followed in the 
wake of tbe implacable Nimrods oVer tbe vast lonely plains. 








AL-CAZAS 


Al-Cazar, 19iA Pehruary. 

■\Ve strike the camp rather latc. We are oiily two hoiirs’ journey from 
Al-Cazar. Leaving behind ns the cultivated fields, we proceed along 
broad ridges through heather and gorse, we follow wooded goiges and 
slopes,' and soon we come to jdains of»gorse and dwarf palms, where 
brooks and pools of water gleam in tlie «un. 'W''^ travei-se swamps by a 
bridge or i-ather a series of low, ruinetl arches covered with hrushwood, 
weetls, lichens, and we reach the banks of tlie Kous. 

Tlie river is shallow. In the stream men are washing skins spread 
on wooden trestles, women wade across holding one another by the hand, 
forming a kind of chain. '\Ve make, easily, our way to the other side, 
where we land on a paved road, rising in almost vertical a.scent to level 
ground, which continues in a succession of lakes of mud, lined witli 
broken stone footpaths, lietween garden fence8. 

These are old rickety walls, corroded by yellow lichen, carpeted 
with moss, hindweeds, jessamines, convolvuluses; woodeu, worm-eaten 
palisades, almost entirely hidden by a wild ramjiant overgrowth of enor- 
mous henilocks, huge fennoIs, tall red gladioli, and gigantic acanthuses. 

Behind thesc tumble-down walls, these disjointed palisades, e.xtend 
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immense orchards, and mixed witli palms, aloes, cactuses, appcar groves 
of orange-trees, pomegranates, and leinon-trees, togetlier with impene- 
trable masses of entwined plants, blue borages, stocks, periwinkles, 
geraniums which grow in the form of trees, and yerdant Aowery spots. 
Tomtits, hnches, orioles, Autter in tho foliage witli endless twitterings, 
and storks fly from tree to tree lashing the air with their hea\y wiugs. 
A sweet and strong odour rises from all these Aowers, these plants, 
these trees, and fiUs the air with its keen delightful perfume. 

We are now in the suburbs of Al-Cazar: ruined hovels girded by 



dung-heaps, and a little farther off we halt outsido the town on a bare 
patch strewu with chopped straw, feathers, fowls’ legs, half-picked 
bones, vegetable refuse, and we pitcli onr tents on this spot, wliere 
layers of filth lett by the caravans in their successive encampments 
have accumulated for centuries. Kound about us are niarshes where 
washerwomen are at work. 

Al-Cazar, lying very low, ver}’ ding}’, prohles on the blue sky, its grey 
walls tinged by the sun with a rosy hue. Iutermixed with the terraces 
rise double roofs of red tUes with double slopes amid clumps of trees, and 
on all the tall square towers of the minarets, storks are standing motion- 
less near their nests of boughs. Some of them on the topmost summit of 
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the miiiaret are resting on one leg, and seem like terminal embellish- 
ments in stone. 

We enter the town by an ancient ogee gateway, undenniiied at the 
base, worn at the angles, warped, debayed. One imagines more than he 
sees on its voussoirs, that there are festoons of arabesque with worn-out 
arrises, and eiTaceil lines. We Aounder in puddles of mud, splashing 
the passers-by, who repay us with usury. \Ve pass under other dilapi- 
dated gateways, gloomy vaults; we penetrate in labyrinths of winding 
narrow streets, cloacm redolent of sickening smells, where scarecrow 
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creatures in tiltliy rags crawl along with livid faces. They sally forth like 
big rats from yawning gaps in greenish walls that ooze with moisture. 

We reach the bazaars, protected from tlie sun by cane and reed mats 
stretched ovcr the cross-beams, which admit only a faint diAiised light, 
and in this semi-obscurity the shopkeepers are squatting in their dark 
holes; in front of their stalls hang leather, harness, and esparto work of 
every kind. 

The goldsmiths’ l)azaar is occupied entirely by Jews, who sell silver 
collars, bracelets set with precious stones, and jewels of every design 
and epoch. 
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We leave tlie bazaar by anotlier gateway, facing a large, paved 
square, encompassed by big bare houses with roofs of red tiles. 
Against the.se hoiises are propped horrid, little shops, rotten and 

dislocated, where stuiTs of variou3 
sorts are sold. All round the 
square Arabs are squatting, soine 
selling fruit and vegetable3, others 
fish. Here sacks of wlieat are 
lieaped up, which are put iip for 
auction ; there “ bric-a-brac” dealers 
have spread out on planks, laid on 
the ground, a few miserable artieles 
of antediluvian raanufacture. Per- 
spiring water-carriers move about 
clinking their goblets amoug the 
numerous groups clustcred over the 
square. We make our way through 
tho crowd, and return to the camp 
by another ogee gateway, inore 
dilapidated, more decayed than 
any we have seen, and only kopt 
together by a marvel of equilibrium. 

For some minutes we hear from 
the town a great Aourish of musical 
instruments, the squeaking of bag- 
pijies, the piercing notes of ilutes, 
and the roll of tabors. Then burst 
forth incessant cracks of gunshots, sliouts, yells. 

All at once we seo sallying forth from the gate opposite our 
camp a troop of magniRcent horsemen, gorgeously attired, followed by 
a yelling rabble in grey burnooses. 

A young man about twenty-five, of very distinguished appearance, 
precedes the cavalcade. IIis features are delicate, his large eyes are 
soft and bright, and his black beard is as fine as silk. He is, so we are 
told, one of the Sultan’s brothers, and is going to preside over and 
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take pait ia a fantasia, in hononr of the circunicision of the son of a 
"reat personage who live.s at Al-Cazar. The crowcl has inva<led every 
vacant spot, and is kept back in line while the horsonien, with the 
Sultaii’s brother at their head, take up their position. 

They have really a very noble appearance, the.se handsoine Semites, 
with their proudly niodelled heads, their e.xpressive hiatures, these sinewy 
luen with impassive faces, concealing beneath their cold dignity the 
ferocity of a wild beast. Seated on their high saddles of embroidered 
velvet, they Hourish with their bare arms their longguns begirt by .silver 



ring.s, scarcely touching their gold-chascd stirnips with the extremity 
of their naked feet. They are dres.sed in ca/tans of purple, saffron, 
amaranth, “ blcu cle roi ’’ colour, in silk burnooscs of pale green, 
celadon, reddish hue, with hoods half thrown back over their turbans, 
and enveloped in the Aowing veil.s of their fine muslin JiaiJcs. Their 
horses, accoutred in velvet, gold, and silk, prance, rear, foam, and refuse 
to form into line. 

All at once the young chief utters a shrill, prolonged cry, the riders 
plunge thcir spurs into the Aanks of tlieir steeds, and these, nishing 
along at a furious pace, foaming, and their manes Aoatiug in the wind, 

s 
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faces witli Hasliiiig eyes. Suddenly thc riders throw themselves back 
till their heads touch the croups of their horses, utter with oue 
accord a hoarse ciy, lii’e off thcir guus at the same time, aud, by a 
brusciue movemeut, halt in the midst of their mad career. Theu, amid 
the plaudits of the enthusiastic Arabs, they ride at a walkiug pace their 
foam-covered horses back to the starting-point, and begin afresh their 
lurious gallop, their frenzied lantasia. 
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dash past us like a flash of lightning, carried away in a vertiginous 
gallop. You hear a clank of ami.s, a loud panting of beasts, aud in the 
rapid wJiirl of these wliite phantoms you only just perceive through a 
cloud of dust Aoating burnooses, Auttering gauzes, rose, blue, purple, 
garnet fringes of caftans, bronzed arms, gleaming guu-barrels, Aerce 
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Iii tlie crowd groups of niouiitaiueers dance, leap, aiid circle 
rouud, Aring tlirough eacli other’s tibi.a-, giviug vent to terrible cries. 

As tlie twilight falls the horsemen form into marching order, to the 
exasperating sounds of the tabors and Hutes, the bagpipes begin agaiii 
to wail, and the brilliaut escort, followed by the tag-rag and bobtail in 
grey woolleu tatters, rcturn within the walls of Al-Cazar. 

The wliole night loiig they held bacchanaliaii rerelry in the towii, 
the music never discontinucd, gunshots were constantly cracking, 
the shouts and yells never ceased. Thc frogs in the marshes hard 
by, joining in chorus, croaked aii accompaniment to the tumult; 
while the miasma of the swamps, the morbid emauations from the 
layers of tilth on our camping-ground driven by tlie wind, penetrated 
into our tents. 



s 2 





■rHE OUED WaKBOUB. 


ly^sala Jictrian, 'lOth Fibruary. 

Wts. leave Al-Cazar and its sickening smells, \\e cross its odorous 
gardens, and we now march on its fertile plains. Then the mourntul 
landscape begins again, the li^lds of asphodels and the hills covered 
with heathcr. 

We i)ass near a village; for a long time we hear the dogs barking 
after us. The neighhourhootl is charming, watered in every direction 
hy streams Aowing between jdantations of olive-trees, groves of orange- 
trees, and thickets of myrtles, bay laurel-s, cork-trees. 

With regret we leave beliind us the delighthil oasis, and continuc 
our way across interminable arid plains, hnally halting at the hottom of 
a valley, where oxen are grazing on the banks of a stream shaded by 
olive-trees. Two Arabs are lying here under an olive-tree, near an ass 
laden with sacks of corn. 

The brook intersects the road. On one side it bubbles placidly 
over pebbles and smooth blocks of stone, winding round an enormous 
rock, riven, corroded, spotted with green moss and yellow and reddish- 
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browu lichen. Two Jig-tree.s tliat liave takeii root in a large crevice are 
jamnied together so tightlj that their twin trunks have grown into one 
anotlier, and the euoriiious trees cover a broad space with its sliade. 
Jessauiines, bindweeds, Iioneysuckles cliiub round the gnarled truuk, 
twino rounil its twisted branclies, aiid their droopiug teiidrils reacli 
dowii to the suriace oi' the limpid water. Thick clusters of niyrtles line 
the opposite bank. On the right, on the other side of the road, the 
river has dug a chaunel in the soft soil of meadow-land, covered with 
fiue grass, rock roses, daisies, irise.s, and flows tranquilly between beds 
of rushes, water-lilies, aneniones, batliiug the roots of the cliimp of 
olive-trees, under the shade of which we repose. 

Oxen, up to their Aanks iii water, are taking deep draughts; then 
lifting their heads, they stand motionless with necks stretched out, 
dripping muzzles, gaziiig at us with their big soft eyes. Frogs, 



MAltSUY rCAlKS. 


disturbed by their presence, pluuge with a loud splash into the water, 
tortoises swim froni oue bank to the other, dragon-liies dart by llashiug 
likc sapphires, amid swarms of mosquitoes, and thousands of butterHies 
llutter in wayward llight all around us. 
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It is one o’clock. The two white-hearded Arabs, our neighbours, 
have spread tiieir carpets, prostrated themselves, and repeated tlie 
second prayer of the day. 

"We resume our march across helds of lavender, silent wastes, in- 



variably carpeted with heather as far as the Oued-Warrour, whose 
denuded, barrcn borders are parched by the sun. 

Wliile crossing tbe river one of the pack mules deviates from the 
narrow ford, loses its footing in a liole, and sinks with its load in tlre 
water. Our men ran to its assistance, and after great exertion enable 
it to reach the bank. 

We halt for a moment. Among the drenched baggage are one of 
rorestier^s portmanteaus containiug his fur cloak, and a trunk of 
lngram’s packed with linen. These are opened; their contents are 
spread out in the sun. IIalf an hour later they are quite dry, and we 
continue our way. 

At a short distance from the Oued we halt near a hamlet and pitch 
our camp. ‘ 

**«»*• 

The weathcr kecps rcmarkably fine, the sun is gaily bright, aud thc 
blue sky without a cloud. We strike the camp and set ofr. 

At iirst there are but wooded slopes watered by strcams; theii 
following the ridge of a long plateau, sparsely dottcd with ferns and 
gorse, we come to a region of ruddy sand and rocks, absolutely arid, of a 
heartrending solitude. Tlie ground is wihl, piled wdth cnormous grey 
hare rocks, furrowed and crossed by ravines. Iii this Sahara-liko sjiot 
there are dazzling reAections, and the heat is sutlocating. Tlie mules 
advance slowly, stumbling at every step, and with difficulty avoiding 
deep ruts with crisp margins that crumble beneath their feet. 
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*' All at once the fore-quarters of my mule are buried out of sight. I 
descrilie a geomctrical curve iii space and fall flat on my face in the 
sand, \vith my arms stretched out, two yards in front of my beast, who, 
with her front legs and shoulders sunk in a hole, makes desperate eSbrts 
to extricate herself. We manage to get her out at last, and after 
putting the harness to rights I get into the saddle again and we push on 
under the broiling suu. 

Now and agaiu between two rocks we catch a glimpse ol' the sea, 
which gleams like molten silver, aud of the transparent gieyish blue 
lieadland of Cape Spartel. 

Tlie rocks gradually disappear; we jolt up and down over sandy 
ridges while the heat grows still more stiding. 



TIIE ATI.ASTIC. 


Iii the midst of the drear}’ desert a man suddenly appears on the 
crest of 0110 of these sand billows. With an oil-cloth satcliel strapped 
across liis shoulder, almost naked, he advances at a running pace. The 
persjiiration streams from his brow, and the sun shining on his bare 
limbs makes them glitter like bronze. 

He said something or other to our men, .saluted us without stopping, 
aml sped on over the burning sand, under the relentlcss sun. 

He is a reklca, a courier carrying the mail from Tangier to Fez. 
Aiid he will hold on his course at this rate for hours together, hardly 
taking time to eat or to rest, pushing on across mountains, plains 
valleys, at his swift, unvnrying step. He will smm swollen rivers. 
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stniggling against the terrible currents, the treacherous eddies; his 
skin will get tanned hy the fierce sun, the nipping winds, the 
diluyial rain, aiid still his hotuy heel will tiump ou the ground at au 
indefatigable, unchanging pace, and the perspiration Aowing from his 
limbs will be absorbed by the parched earth. 

And some morning uo letters will arrive at Fez at the time 



A REKKA. 


appointed; they wiU wait in vain for the carrier, and terrible accusations 
wiU weigh on the miserable wretch. Theu at some distant day, in a 
ditch by the roadside, they wUl find, near a skeleton, an oU-cloth satchel 
containing letters, and then they will cease to accuse the unfortuuate 
rekka, who has perished in an out-of-the-way corner, like a poor, sick 
beast that takes .refuge in a crevice of the rock when it feels that 
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cloath is drawing near, in ordcr to draw its last breath in peace. 
Poor rekka! 

We get at la.st out of thi.s desolatc wilderness, we cliiub one last 
steep asccnt and set foot ou a plateau where the regetation reappears 
at iirst thinly scattered dwarf palms, tlien leutisks, clumps of trees, 
holm oaks, cork-troes, and in the distance you see blue summits 
of mountains towering into tlie sky. Xow iiclds of clover, barley, and 
colza Ijecome visible. '\\'e are in a mountainous and woody country, 
and we camp near a group of Bedouin tents, on the slope of a hill. 

Two other caravan.s with troops of camels have alrcady settled 
close by, and all night long we are wakcned by the bellowing of these 
liorrible beasts. 








Ain Daileh, 22nd Fehruary. 

The camels and the caravans have started at hreak of day. The spot 
where we are encamped commands an admiriible view, an endless 
e.ypanse of hill ranges, plateaiis, woodlands, hathed in a bluish tint 
stretching away in fainter colour to the peaks of tlie Djebel Habib, 
and still farther off to the Tetpuan mountains, wliich raise to the sky 
their grey-blue summits of an undehnable transparency. 

In the foreground on the right aro inclines planted with orange- 
and olive-trees, dingy green copses through which zigzag white path- 
ways. On the left, the upper parts of the hills are laid out in square- 
shaped helds of lavender, clover, and soil newly ploughed. 

We ride for a long time ronnd the Aanks of hills, then we come to 
sandy ground covered with scrubby vcgetation, gorse thinly scattered, 
heather, and hcre and there stunted shrubs. 

Now we get an alniost constant view of thc sea on our left, 
spreading in broad marshy estuaries, and penetrating boldly into the 
recesses of the land. The headland of Cape Spartel grows bigger and 
bigger, and seems less aĕrial in shade ; we begin to distingui.sh its white 
necdle-like lighthouse. 
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We are riding between dwarf palms, gorse, and beather, over 
the .plain through which runs a pretty broad ^rinding river, tlie Oued 



THE MOUNTAINS OK lIABin ASD OF TETOCAK. 


Maghsen, which we cross. On tlie otlier side a tamarisk giows, the 
only one in all the plain, planted there no doubt to mark tlie ford. 
We ascend hills, traverse some more sajidy tracts, and arrive near a 


o 
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Yillage of about a dozen tents, near which we establish our camp on 
tlie edge of a plateau that desccnds in a gentle incline down to the sea, 
whicli gleams reAccting the warm gold rays of the setting sun. 

Hard by a watercoursc winds in numberless meanderings over the 
plain. 
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We hear the calls of partridye.s, aiid larks are taking Aio^^ 


tridges, 


directioiis. The sportsiueu set off with all speed after the par' 
while Forestier and I go in que3t of the larks, which we shoot 
they rise on the wing. 





TANOIKR KltOSI INI,.\NI>. 


Tangiir, Tird February, 

This eveniiig we shall be lodged in Taiigier. Eyeiybody is eager to 
get there, the beasts as well as tlie inon.' The inules scent the stable; 
tliey walk briskly at a sharp pace, their heads erect, their nostrils 
dilated, and we cau scarcely check thein when required. 

We coine to a tiny " cale,” a reed hut with a roof of boughs under an 
old fig-tree, and here we all stop to take coAee. 

Tlarris gets more of an Arab than ever, especially of late. He has 
gone nearly every evening io take tea with the men iii their tent, told 
thein stories and listened to theirs. 

The men even wliisper that he is going to be circuincised; but a 
still more vital fact, of which they will not breathe a word, is that, nnder 
the pretext of learniiig Arabic, and of taking lessons on tlie gimbry 
iinder the muleteers’ tent, Harris is prejiaring ‘‘ sub rosa ” his accession 
to the throne of Morocco, iu tlie probable event of tlie jieople 
depo.sing tlie Sultan and calling Harris to wield the sceptre. 
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He had eveii gone so far as to nominate the chief olhcials, and, 
through Selim’s indiscretion, the composition of the ministry has 
leaked out: Selim himself is to be motd-el-mechouar, the Introducer of 
Amhassadors, a sort of Lord High Chamberlain; our old Kaid, Chan- 
cellor 'of the Exchequer; the two muleteers, sherifs or ministers of 
puhlic worship; Gyclops, Lord Chancellor, and as Justice is pro- 
yerbially blind, it will now have at least one eye in Morocco; Juhilee 
is to be Lord of the Privy Seal, and moul-el-md’ol, the Master of the 
Parasol; Antonio Master o£ the Pickets, or guard of the Sultan’s 
tent; while Brooks is to take over the control of the Kitchen, as Chief 
Baker or Head Chef. 

Harris’s kindly heart has not forgotten us either. Ingram is to 
establish, with the collaboration of Eorestier and myself, the official and 
" Hlustrated Gazette of Morocco,” under the title of ‘ The Setting Sun.’ 
To Marshall the delicate post of warden of the harem will be assigned. 
Of course Harris is bent on having a harem, and well stocked too, for 
what is a Sultan without a harem ? Besides, he has already given orders 
for ffirnishing it on the most elaborate scale; five hundred ladies of 
every shade, and hair, warranted, vaccinated, of a high respectability. 
Yes—five hundred! neither more nor less. Why, after all, however 
robust one may be, he has still to take into account that his vigour is 
not boundless, that Nature hals her limits even if the desires of the 
sultans have none. 

The imperial order—fof an"empire without an order could not 
possibly exist long—is to'be “The Star of Sheshouan,” with the motto 
" quo non ascendam ? ” 

Moreover, he had sketched out a heap of plans—the' construction of 
roads, canals, railways, the building of factories, the opening of mines, 
decrees ready drawn for reforming the army, the administration of 
justice, morals, manners, and even fashions. His versatile genius had 
ranged through every department of imperial sway, and even con- 
desceuded to the regulation of the most triAing actions in their 
minutest details. 

The third and last incarnation of Harris was planned on grand and 
majestic lines. Al-Aissoui was going to jump into the skin of Bouak- 
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al-Hadj, just as Harris was akeady enveloped in the hide of Aissoui- 
Morocco was going to add another great emperor to its illustrious rulers, 
and a new dynasty would deluge the empire with myriads of little 
sherifs. 

PorHarris—wehad almost forgotten tomention that, while carefully 
examining some old parchment and tmcing back his genealogy—had 
finally discovered, or persuaded himself that he had discovered, which 
comes to the same thing, that he was descended from Mahomet in sonae 
way or other,—he was not quite clear yet through which branch, the 
parchment was so old, so worm-eateo, and just at the very place where 
the connection was indicated in the most convincing manner. It was 
certain, howe^er, that the prophet’s blood ran in his veins,—a small 
drop, it is true, but of such line quality that it amply compensated 
for the lack of quantity. 

After taking co£fee, we stroll for a time in order to stretch our legs. 
Harris is in front of us, between Selim and Jubiiee. The three are 
holding one another by the hand, frolicking and singing Arab songs 
as they waddle along. Since tliis close intimacy prevails between 
master and servants, the embryo ministers must have in their pockets 
their patents of nobility as Master of the 'Parasol and Introducer of 
Ambassadors, which put them almost on an equality with Aissoui', and 
that explains the undue familiarity that ĕxists between them. 

We mount our mules again. We cross some rough broken waste 
ground, pass over streams, reach cultlyated fields, and in front of us 
appears Tangier—Tangier the wliite, the towh tainted by the presenee 
of the Eoumis. 

We jog on up hill and down dale, theu at a last bend in the road we 
see its outskirts, in which we are in a few minutes. After ascending a 
steep road bordered by trees, we skirt the gardens outside the town, and 
enter the lane running behind the Yilla de Prance Hotel, from whieh we 
started six weeks before, on the 7th of Pebruary, 1889. 

We Uft Marshall, who can scarcely hold on to his saddle, and carry 
him to the hotel. The men stow our luggage in our rooms, and the 
dislocated detachments of our caravan enter the town. 

Three days after we hoisted MarshaU, wrapped in a number of 
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woollen blaukete, more dead than aUve, on Iward the Djchd Taril- 
little steamer brought ns to Gibraltar, where we embarked on one ot t o 
splendid R it O. boats, and five flays later we were in the raidst of t >6 
worries of the Custom House, tlie London fogs, the cabs, the rail" ®’ 
and all tlie complex accessories of things of the Occident in " " 
we were taking once more our idace, as sonie or other wheel-woik, o 
wage the fierce insane warfare forced upou us by o\n' ill-balanc 
civilisation. 
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Marshall, completely eured, has got back liis cherubic voice, and 
appeals each morniug to eeho for news of his Mary Ann. 

Ingram is getting a Moorish pavilion built on to his country house. 

Harris, who has stayed behind in Moroceo, is manipulating the 
elections, and making a dead set at the Sultanate. 

Carlton is now as well as ever, and ready to start on another 
expedition. 

Torestier and I are pegging away at Arabic, and have vague ideas of 
becotning Mussulmans. 

Brooks, unfortunate Brooks, lias left a part of his brain in Morocco, 
and is in a constant trenior lest his sporadic master may drag him on 
another expedition of the same sort ar.d make him lose the few wits 
he has still remaining. • 

Don has been Ieft at Tangier, where he is initiating the rather 
wild bitches of Islam into the virtuous manners of the canine tribe 
of Albion. 

Eover barks in Arabic, and relates to a select circle of his friends 
strange stories of tlie loose ways and curious customs of their Eastern 
“ confrĕres.” 


T 
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My jouniey in iloroceo was accomplished in tlie most pleasurable 
circumstances, thanks to the company of my excellent fellow-travellers; 
Ingi-am, of the “ Illustrated London News; ” A. Porestier, my colleague; 
W. B. HaiTi.s, a globe-trotter, crossed with a man of letters; Marshall, 
a sympathetic, well-to-do personage; Caiiton, who unfortunately fell ill 
at the outset of the expedition; and thanks also to our ho.sts at Fez, to 
whom we are indebted for their most cordial hospitality. 

I have reeorded the bold accents of Harris’s phenomenal trumpet, 
his encounter with an imaginary lion, and imputed to him designs on 
the Sultan’s parasol as dishonest as they were problematical. This 
has been as a sct-off for having, in a very witty work on Morocco,* 
mo.st irreverently insinuated that “ Tartarin,” in.stead of being a native 
of Taraseon, might wetl comg from Burgundy, my birthplace, and 
enhanced this entirely gratuitous supposition by describing a ITomeric 
combat between inyself and a ferocious hare, whose neck was adorned 
with a rose-coloured ribbon, and who was the terror of the neighbour- 
hood, the Burgundian “ Tarasque.” 

I owe it to Ingram to apologise for having, deceived by appearances, 
prematurely announced the decease of the Illustrated London News,” 
the complaisant receptacle for a quarter of a century of all the lucu- 
brations of my pencil. 

Thinking this celebrated newspaper for ever lost, eaten up by the 
goiden calf of publicity, and contaminated with the photographic 
infection—^that sort of hospital rot which preys upon all its fellows—I 

* ‘ The Liand.of an Atrioan Sultan.’ By Waltcr B. Harris, P.R.G.S. (“ Al-Atssoui' ”). 
PubKshed by Sampson Low, Marston & Company. 
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went into mouruing, chanted its “ de proiundis,” and had masses said 
on its behalf, telling in mourniul rhyme of Ingram’s sorrow and of the 
“ krack ” of the leading illustrated contempomry, gone to rack and ruin, 
together with its brethren, in the chaos of “ positiy^^es ” and “ negatires.” 

A bird of ill-omen, I found—praise to Allah !—that my pessimistic 
forecasts had proved false. Indeed, the old athiete, the honoured 
ancestor of illustrated papers, is now as young and vigorous as ever; 
the coin jingles gaily in his ever-flowing casli-bo-x', and Ingram gleeMly 
bathes in the golden waves of this Pactolus. 

The liebdomadary veteran must be possessed of an iron frame, have 
his soul riveted in his body, for not only has he borne without wincing 
this deadly sub-cutaneous infection of collodion, but he does not at all 
seem the worse for it, as he robustly Aourishes and expands under the 
Iraternal eye of the “ Penny Illustrated Paper,” between his two younger 
brothers, the “ Sketch ” and the “ English Illustrated Magazine,” and by 
the side of his elegant and spruce sister, the “ Lady’s Pictorial.” 

Is this resiilt owing to an early inoculation by Pasteur, which 
neutralised the fatal eiTects of the vmis ? Woukl it be, on the contrary, 
this redoubtable improvement that precedes agony? ... I prefer to 
believe in the beneAcent eflects of the opportune “ broth ” administered 
iu time by the illustrious savant. 

I have very wickedly teased Marshall about his silvery voice aud its 
angelic tones. This was solely due to jealousy at not being gitted witb 
such a delicate organ, and to my bitter disappoiutment at being unable 
to produce, notwithstanding my repeated eflbrts, those melodious and 
crystalline sounds airily Aowing from his niglitingale throat. 

I took good care in my book not to maltreat Eorestier, iest the 
irascible son of N’orman...Calabria should retaliate after the sanguinary 
fashion of his ancestors. As I hold him in high esteem, and only wish 
him good, the task was an easy one, and I have been able to escape this 
“ vendetta ” in perspective. 

It was with muoh pleasure that I paid onr kind hosts at Fez my 
debt of gratitude. This will, I trust, be placed to my a-edit, so 
«oinmon is tlie custom of quickly forgetting seiwices rendered to you 
and speaking ill of those who oblige you. 
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I bewailed Carlton^s illness, which deprived us of a genial com- 
panion and invaluable guide. 

I sympathised with old Brooks, because the poor fellow, in all his 
tribulations, never thougbt of doing so himself. 

I have given due recognition to the accurate shooting of Antonio, 
the accredited purveyor of our larder, less through admiration of his 
skill than through stomachic gratitude. 

In delineating the dismal features of our dear old scamp, the Kaid, 
and expatiating on his varioas qualities, I was actuated by the wish 
that persons of quiet tastes, who preter being robbed by people they 
know rather than by strangers, should be enabled to recognise him by 
the portrait I drew of him, and should entrust him with the manage- 
ment of their travelling exchequer. 

As for our muleteers, they were trusty servants whom I beg to 
recommend one and all, as well as their beasts (trappings excepted), to 
those who may feel inclined to go and present their respects to the 
Sultan of Maghreb-el-Acksa. 
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Agdador, the (water-carrier), 9, lO. 

ATn-Ali Beni Hassan, 227-9. 

Atn-BouTleh-Sidi Mouktar (village), 99- 
108. 

Ain-Datleh, 266-8. 

Al-AIssouT, see Harris, W. B. 

Al-Cazar, 249-260; suburhs of, 254; 
gateway at, 255; bazaars at, 255; 
/antasia at, 256-9; Souk at, 257. 

Amazirghs, see BiCT, natiyes of. 

Antonio, SeRor (a guide), 21, 82, 37, 83, 
109, 134, 138, 224, 231, 244, 276. 

Arab, an, in prayer, 76,112,113,196,207. 

-dog, 12. 

-ploughs, 48, 126. 

-music, 27-29, 52. 

■-shepherd, 34. 

Arabs,/antosTa by, at Al-Cazar, 257-9. 

-legend current about the Jews, 15. 

-our, 38; see also KaTd Hadj 

Mohammed. 

Arcades at El-Araish, 88, 89. 

Armourers’ quarters in Mequinez, 148; 
in Fez, 201. 

Arms bazaar at Fez, 197-9. 

Arvari, a Sheik’s soh, 100. 

Arzilah, town of, 53-62, 64, 65; Sheik 
of, 49; streets in, 55, 56; gateway at, 
58, 59. 

Atlas mountains, 177,179, 183. 

Babouchje bazaar at Fez, 199. 

Backsheesh, demands for, in Tangier, l9. 


‘Baleuk! ’ the expressiou in Tangier, 12, 
13; in Fez, 190, 191. 

Bazaars at Al-Cazar, 255. 

-iu Fez, 192-20'!. 

-in Mequinez, 145, 146, 155. 

-in Ouezzan, 240. 

Bedouins, camps of, 131,170, 223. 
Beggars in Tangier, 31; in Fez, 193. 
Ben-Abdallah, father of the founder of 
Fez, 136. 

Beni-Hassan tribe, 121. 

Beni M’sara mountains, 230. 

-tribes, 232. 

Beni-M’ter tribe, 180. 

Bji ber village, A, 173, 175, 176. 

B^i bers in Fez, 195. 

Blacksmitbs’ quarters in Mequinez, 148. 
IBouak-al-Hadj, 213; see Harris. 

Bridge near Fez, 177, 178. 

-near Mequinez, 164, 165. 

Brooks (Ingram’s valet), 2, 5, 20, 32, 37, 
40, 43, 45, 47, 50, 68, 69, 83, 109, 273, 
276. 

Buildings in Morocco, 14, 15; holes in, 
accounted for, 183. 

Butcher at El-Araish,-9l. 

Cafĕ at El-Araish, 86. 

- , a Moorish, 14. 

Camels, caravans of, 110, 265. 

Cape Spartel, 30, 33, 46, 263, 266. 
Caravans in Morocco, 123. 

-on the way to Fez, 178-180. 
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Carlton, Mr., 32, 37,42, 49,53, 54, 64, 71, 
274, 275. 

Carpet bazaar in Pez, 200. 

Carpets in Mequinez, 147. 

Cataract, a big, 170-2. 

Cavcs of Hereules, 40, 41. 

Cemetery near Ouezzan, 247, 248. 

Charcoal dealer at El-Araisli, 89. 

Cherabras tribe, 121. 

Clothes’ bazaar at Fez, 199. 

-at Ouezzan, 240. 

Convicts at work near Harbassiz, 116. 

Coi>persmiths’ bazaar in Fez, 201. 

Com-market at El-Araish, 86. 

Courier, a (rekka), 

Courtof Justice in tlieEasbah ofTangier, 
16,18. 

Criminals, puishment inAicted on, 202. 

DjKBKL-Habib, the summits of, 35, 266. 

Djebel-Sarsar, the, 71, 73, 74. 

Djebel-Tarik, 93, 94. 

-, steamer, 272. 

DJedida, the Sheik of, 172-4. 

Djelifali, 62-70. 

Dog, an Ar8b’s, 76. 

Dogs, Mr. Ingram’s, 20, 22, 98, 273. 

Donkey, at Arzilah, 57, 58. ^ 

Douars (natire villages), 48,99-101, l<fe, 
115, 123, 131, 173; near Fez, 175?- 
179; village on fire, 180, 181; market 
in, 231-3. 

-, see also Bedouius. 

Dyers’ street in Fez, 200, 201. 

El-Araish, town of, 82-93; Easbash in, 
84; Jews at, 86 ; caf4 at, 86; the Sotik, 
86, 88; gateways in, 86-89; corn- 
market, 86; arcades in, 88, 89; law 
eourt at, 91; butcher at, 91. 

Fantasia at Al-Cazar, a, 257-9. 

Perry-boats on the Sebou River, 117-9. 

Pez, 165, 183-217; the founder of, 136; 
woman of, promenading, 145; ruins 


near, 154; village near, 175; plain and 
lakes of, 178-9,215-19; pools near, 182; 
the old capital of, 183; gateway at, 
183, 193-5; streets in, 184, 188-192, 
208, 209; the new town, 185; bazaars 
in, 192-201; beggars in, 193; mosque 
at, 193, 196, 197; Berbers in, 195; 
women in, 200, 204-7; prison in, 201, 
220; view of, from tbe terraces of 
the houses, 203; terraces in, 203-5 ; 
interior and door of house in, 210, 211. 
Pire, native village ou, 180, 181. 

Porestier, M., 2,5,20,21,31,32,37,42,43, 
47, 51, 54, 63, 64, 69, 70, 72, 78, 97, 
109, 123, 128, 140, 152, 155, 156, 159, 
207, 216, 220, 224, 244, 273, 274, 275. 

“ Gamk of gun\>owder,” the, 196. 

Gateway of Al-Cazar, 255. 

-at Arzilah, 58, 59. 

-at El-Araish, 86-89. 

-^-at Fez, 183,193-5. 

-of the ^Casbah at Mequiuez, 

150, 151, 1.59. 

-in Tangier, 11. 

Gebeleh, 37. 

Ghaitas, the (Arab bagpii^es), 196. 

Gharb, people from the, 232. 

Gharbiah, in the, 29-32. 

Ghreefa river, 53, 71. 

Gimbry, a (Arab guitar), 7, 27, 38, 51. 
Goldsmiths’ bazaar at Al-Cazar, 255. 

-quarters in Mequinez, 147. 

Govemor of a Morocco town, A, 125. 
Grocer’s shop at Kl-Araish, 89. 

Hawj-abd-ks-Ski.am, see Ouezzan, Sherif 
of. 

Hadj Mohainmeil (guide), see Kaid. 
Hantouzf., head-dress of Fez women, 
205, 206. 

Harbassiz, town of, 115-20, 130. 

Harris, \ValterB.,2, 19-22, 32, 37, 42,43, 
47,49,50, 53, 54, 63, 69, 76, 93, 97, 99, 
105, 109, 117, 118, 127, 128, 131, 132, 
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Ilarris, W. B.— cont. 

134, 136, 139, 140, 142, 155, 156, 167, 
170, 172-6, 180, 184r-9, 212-14, 216, 
220, 222, 226, 230, 234, 236-40, 244, 
269-71, 273-5; ride to Sheshouan, 
78-81, 213; visit to Wazzan, 81. 
Haschich smoker, A, 26-9. 
Haya-Al-Ouerkaf, rocks called, 228, 229. 
Hercules, Caves of, 40, 41. 

‘ Illustbatei) Lokdou Ne)vs^’ 158, 274. 
Ingram, Mr., 2, 5, 20, 32, 37, 39, 40, 42, 
43, 45, 47, 49, 50, 54, 63, 69, 76, 78, 
93, 94, 105, 128, 134, 136, 139, 140, 
155-8, 167, 169, 170, 176, 177, 185, 
186, 215, 220, 224, 273, 274, 275. 

Inn at Mequiiiez, 144. 

Interior of Moorish dwelling, 24, 25. 

•Jews, Arab legeud current about the, 15. 

-at El-Aiaish, 86. 

-at Mequinez, 143,147,148; Jewess, 

149. 

“ Justice,” the, at El-Araisli, 91. 
-, at Mequinez, 149-154. 

Kaid Hadj Mohaiumed (a guide), 22-32, 
50, 64-8, 83, 113, 136, 167-9, 176, 182, 
212, 224, 226, 234, 234, 276. 

Kaid Hadj Mohammed’s home at 
Mequinez, 163-5. 

Karaouin mosque, at Fez, 196. 

Kashah, the, of El-Araish, 84. 

-of Eez, the, 203. 

-at Mequinez, 149-154, 159. 

-of Tangier, 15-19 

Khouba, A, near Aiy.ilah, 58, 60. 

-near El-Avaish, 86. 

Khoubius in Pez, 152,160. 

Kous river, 83, 84, 253. 

“ La bass,” the e.Kpression, in Tangier, 12, 
13. 

Lab-el-barond, the, or “garae of gun- 
jiowder,” 196. 

Lakes near Fez, 172, 182, 216. 


Law Court at E1 Araish, 91. 

-in the Kasbah of Tangier, 16,18. 

Legend, Arab, about the Jews, 15. 
Lighthouse near Tangier, 35, 36. 

Linarĕs, Dr., 189, 207. 

Macleak, Captain Allen, 186, 189, 207. 

-Kaid, 136,185-9, 207,212, 215. 

Market day in Tangier, 6. 

Marshall, 2, 5, 21, 32, 37, 42, 43, 45, 47, 
69, 76, 78, 105,109, 134, 156,167, 170, 
182,189, 207, 215, 219, 220, 270, 271, 
273, 274, 275. 

Masons at work on Fez ramparts, 183,184. 
Mecca, pilgrimage to, 102,103. 

Mehdiouna river, bridge over the, 167, 
169, 170. 

Mekis, 218. 

Mequinez, mountains of, 122, 126-130. 

-—, town of, 134-164, 189, 251; 

ramparts of, 135; entrance gate of, 138; 
our house at, 139,142, 143; streets in, 
143, 146, 148; inn at, 144 ; bazaar 145, 
146, 155; mosques at, 146 ; woman of, 
148; carpets in, 147 ; Jews at, 143,147, 
148; storks in, 147 ;’goldsmitlis’ quarter, 
147; houses in, 147; blacksmiths’ and 
armourers’quarters, 148; tJie Kasbah at, 
149-154,159; tombs at, 163; Fez, gate 
I ■ at, 162; the Pashaof, 162, 163 ; view of, 
163 ; walls of, 172. 

Moghreb, the, a crumbling empire, see 
Preface. 

Moor, A handsome, 145, 146. 

-, A rich, 169. 

Moorish cafĕ, a, in Tangier, 14. 

-dwelling, interior of, 24, 25. 

-fountain in Tangier, 11. 

Morocco, a crumbling empire, see Preface. 

-, buildings of, in ruius, 14, 15 ; 

holes in, accounted for, 183. 

-, caravans in, 123. 

-, countrywomen of, 75. 

-, the salt-torture in, 202. 

-, Slierifs in, 101-3. 
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Morocco, the Sultan of: artillery at Arzilah, 

57 ; his gardens near Pez, 179 ; palace 1 
at Fez, 205 . 

Mosque in Fez, 193, 196, 197. 

-in Ouezzan, 241, 242. 

Mosques at Mequinez, 146. 
Mouley-Abdhuram, Sultan, tomb of, 152. 
Mouley-Idriss, 136; pilgrimage to, 218. 
Mouley-Ismail, Sultan, 150; tomb of, 152. 
Muedden, the, at Tangier, 4, 5. 

Mules, our, 83. 

Music, Arab, 27-29, 52. 

Negwo dancer in Tangier, 28. 

N’sala, A, 62, 63. 

N’sala-Borian, 263. 

OuED-Ai Ihoudi, 33. 

Oued-Paraoun river, 132,134. 

Oued-Edoum river, 134, 137. 

Oued Maghsen (Tiver), 267. 

Oued-Mekis (river), 219, 221. 

Oued-Warghla (river), 229-233. 
Oued-Warrour (river), 260-62. 

Ouezzan, Sherif of, 221; a relation of, 
234-6; secretary of, 238-40; visit to 
the son of the, 242-5. 

Ouezzan, town of, 224, 236—246; fhe 
Bouk at, 238,239; streets of, 240; bazSar 
in, 241; mo8que in, 241, 242; visit tt) | 
the SheriPs son, 242-5 ; cemetery near, 1 
247-8. 

Ourdighia, mountains of, 88. 

P-, Captain T., 76-81. 

Pharaoh’s Castle, 135. 

Photography, 156-59. 

Pillaging tribes, 120. 

Plain of Fez, 178,179, 215, 216, 219. 
Ploughs, primitive Arab, 48,126. 

Pools nea* Fez, 182. 

Pottery in Fez, 197. 

Prison in Pez, 201, 202. 

Prisons in the Kasbah of Tangier, 16-19; 
a prisoner, 21. 


Punishments inAicted on criminals in 
Morocco, 202. 

EAMPAK^rs of Tangier, 10. 

Eebel chiefs of Beni-M’ter tribe, 180. 

Rekka, A (courier), 263-5. 

I Eiff, natives of the, in Tangier, 8, 9i 
I Eoad, A, near Arzilalr, 64. 

Eocks called Haya-Al-Ouerkaf, 228, 229. 

I Eoman ruins near Mequinez, 135. 

Buins near Pez, 154. 

-of Yolubilis, 135. 

I Saddi.eus’ quarters at Ouezzan, 240. 

I Saddler}’’ in Fez, 197. 
l Sahal-el-Khemis, 71-81. 

I Salt-torture in Morocco, the, 202. 
j Sambo (negro), 220. 

I Santon, A, 60, 61. 

I Sarsar, mountains of, 95, 99. 

; School, a village, 43. 

I Sebou river, 124, 130, 227, 228; plain of 
the, 111, IIS-:'!^!; ferry boats on the, 
j 117-19; tributary of, 126. 

Selim (Harris’s servant), 2, 22, 31, 243, 
251, 270. 

Serpent-chai-mers in Tangier, 22, 23. 
Shepherd, au Arab, 34. 

Sherifs in Moroeco, 101-3. 

Sheshouan mountains, 230. 

Sheshouan, Mr. Harris’s ride to, 78-81,213. 
Shops in Fez, see Bazaars. 
Sidi-AYssa-Beni-Hassan, 109. 
Sidi-Ali-Ben-Hamdoueh, tomb of, 160. 
Sidi Cassim, 122-129, 246-48. . 

Sidi-Hadj-el-Arbi, son of the Shei-K'of 
Ouezzan, 242-5. 

j Sidi-Mohammed-Slierif (village), 230-35. 

I Si-Omar-Barada, Spanish Consul in Fez, 
208-12. 

I Si-Torris of Tangier, 136. 

, Sinokers, haschieh, 27-29. 
j Snake-charmers in Tangier, 22, 23. 

Soldiers, the Sultan’s,63, 85,'90, qpg_ 

' Smtk, the, at Al-Cazar, 257. 
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Souk at El Araish, 86, 88. 

—— at Ouezzan, 238, 239, 

-at Tangier, 5-11,15, 19, 22, 32. 

Sousse, natives of, 6. 

Spanish Consul in Pez, see Si-Om^. 
Spartel, Cape, 30, 33, 4«, 263, 266. 

Storks in Mequinez, 147. 

Storm, a heavy, 46. 

Story-teller, A, in Tangier, 8. 

Streets in the towns of Morocco, 56; in 
Tangier, 10,12-14; of Arzilah, 55, 56; 
in Mequinez, 143,146, 148; in Fez, 184, 
188-192, 208, 209; in Ouezzan, 240. 
Sultan of Morooco, the: artillery at 
Arzilah, 57; soMiers of, 63, 85, 90, 117, 
118; gardens near Fez, 179 ; palace at 
Pez, 203. 

TAKinEa’ products in Fez, 200. 

Tangier: arrival at, 1-3; Marine street, 4; 
the Souk at, 5-11, 15, 19, 22, 32; a 
marketday in, 6; negress bread-seller in, 
7; a story-teller in, 8; water-carriers, 
9,10; streets in, 10,12-14; ramparte of, 
10; a gateway in, 11; the Whip Gate 
at, 14, 15; the Kasbah in, 15; oAicial 
buildings of, 15-19; the treasury in, 15, 
16; Law Courts of, 16, 18; serpent- 
charmers in, 22, 23; haschich smokers, 
27-29; beggars in, 31; a panoramic 
view of, 35; viewed from inland, 269; 
return to, 271, 272. 

Tea ‘ d la Mauresque^ 234, 235. 


Terraces, the, in Fez, 203-5. 

Tetouan, monntains of, 35, 266. 

Timbuctoo, a nigger from, 6. 

Tomb of Sidi-Ali-Ben-Hamdbueh, 160. 
Torture of criminals in Morocco, 202. 
Treasury, the, in Tangier, 15,16. 

Tribes inhabiting Zahroun mountains, 166- 
68, 225. 

- pillaging, 120. See also Beni- 

Hassan, Beni-M’sara, Beni-M’ter, Chera- 
bras. 

Tsalia Dartz, river, 42; estuary of the, 45, 
46. 

Vaui.ts in the Kasbah at Mequmez, 153. 
Yillages, native, see Douars. 

Yolubilis, ruins of, 135. 

\Vaggox, an enormous, 95. 

Walls of Mequinez, 172. 

Water-carriers in Tangier, 9, 10. 

Waterfall, a big, 170-72. 

Wazzau, Mr. Harris’s visit to, 81. 

Weather, stormy, 104,105. 

Whtp Gate of Tangier, 14,15. 

Woman wood-carrier, A, 96. 

\^omen water-carriers, 100,106,107. 

-, young country, 106,107,123. 

9 

Zahrov!H mountains, 162, 165, 177, 218, 
223-26. 

Zemours mountaineers, 139-41. 
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